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Circulation Increase 


Howdy girls and boys. A few months ago, the volume of letters in 
the ol’ mailbox started going up. And it seemed like they were all 
from males. And even odder, the proportion of prisoners and 
college students was way up there. I couldn’t figure it out. Then I 
got a letter saying, hey, I read about your ’zine in Penthouse. 
Yeah sure, some kind of joke, right? At least, I never remember 
reading any of the articles back in them college days. But the 
letters kept coming, and soon curiosity got the better of me. Sure 
enough, there was an article on fanzines in the Games column. 
Will wonders never cease. I keep expecting someone to write and 
say, Isaw your nude layout with Stephanie Rage in the latest issue 
of Swank... 


True Confessions 


Things were kinda different around here for awhile, thanks to 
Freddie and Spike. Those two women and I made a pretty odd 
triple — no, there wasn’t anything spicy going on, so don’t go 
spreading any rumors. (Well, give us a bag of M&M’s and a 
playground...) But, for several weeks there was too much drinkin’, 
too much dancin’, and way too much fun. (And "fun" is a word 
that wasn’t even in my vocabulary.) Even to me, “clubbing” 
began to mean Emerald City rather than the Knitting Factory. 
So, you’re pretty fucking lucky I’m not writing about stuff like the 
new Sa-Fire or Stevie B. 12-inchers. Anyway, due to those two, 
and the rest of "Club 25," I got distracted enough so that for 
awhile I even considered staying in New Jersey. Christ, it’s nice to 
be happy. But we came down to Earth, and life is slowly 
returning to normal. Oh, we’re still friends, but we’ve got our own 
destinies to follow. Hence this will be the last issue of File 13 at 
this address, as I depart for places unknown... 


Car Sickness 


A couple of issues ago, I wrote about watching some auto racing up 
at the Meadowlands. Well, lately I’ve done a little participating, 
even. Back in February, I navigated for my friend Spot in a TSD 
(Time-Speed-Distance) rally. In a TSD, the idea is not to go as 
fast as you can, but rather to get to the checkpoints at the proper 
time (or for some, to finish the course without getting lost). Points 
are deducted for every minute late or early. To m&ke a long story 
short, we were doing fine until we cracked up the car. Never knew 
there were so many dirt roads in New Jersey...May 13th I worked 
on the start and finish crews at the Tiadaghton Pro Rally (i-e. go 
as fast as you dare) out near Williamsport, PA. Mike was making 
his debut and did quite respectably on the dirt and gravel, 
finishing 34th in a field of 44...But it’s just a lark for me. I still 
don’t even change my own oil... 


Useless Live Reviews 


Actually got my butt over to a few shows since last 
time,..Stripminers/Agit Pop, Court Tavern, New Brunswick, NJ, 
1/12/89. Stripminers put on a roaring good show, despite their 
obvious discomfort at playing in front of a whopping eight people. 
Don’t know how three relatively small individuals can generate 
such a big, fat, hairy noise. Agit Pop are a band that can amaze 
me one moment and irk the hell out of me the next. They stayed 
mostly on my good side tonight, as they didn’t get too artsy. 
Absolutely monster version of "Let Me Stand Next To Your 
Fire."...A House/Go-Betweens, Paradise, Boston, MA, 4/13/89. A 
Oe ienen “ecual me nx cuecet those faceless suitar.pon bands 


that they play on ’HTG all day long. Really dug the first four 
songs though. Guess I was just delirious with the excitement of 
seeing a live show again, ’cause I soon realized that my initial 
impression had been correct. The Go-Between were so incredibly 
anti-star. Zero stage show, out-of-tune instruments, and 
wandering tempos, but the songs are so awesome. It felt like seeing 
old friends — despite their flaws you can’t help but love 
’em...NRBQ/Tom Tom Club, Outdoors, Union College, 
Schenectady, NY, 5/27/89. It always amazed me how some ‘zine 
editors could go to a show, get trashed, and then try to write an 
objective review. Well, I’m not going to even make an effort. 
Basically, I was never that fond of college students even when I 
was in college, so I knew that surviving a weekend known as Camp 
Union would entail being in a state of constant inebriation, The 
opener was some reggae band that played covers of "I Shot The 
Sheriff" and did reggae versions of Paula Abdul songs. We were 
too far away to see anything, though. NRBQ came and went in a 
flash — by the time I picked myself off the beach blanket and 
headed toward the stage, it was their last song. I was right up 
front for Tom Tom Club, but as this was after eight beers, it 
would be tough for me to say anything more than, I had a swell 
time. But, I'd seen both headliners before anyway, so who cares? 


Sleazebags At Work 


The local radio station at Monmouth College used to be pretty 
decent a couple of years ago, when Cindy and Vicki were MD’s. 
Now WMCX wants to challenge "hip" commercial station WHTG 
for the Replacements and Love & Rockets crowd. So I guess I 
wasn’t $00 surprised when their entire inventory of independent 
label stuff wound up in the used bins down at Vintage Vinyl. 
And not just junk. We’re talking Flipper, Feedtime, Offenders, 
Branca, Breaking Circus, Saccharine Trust, Cassandra Oomplex, 
and a cast of thousands. I’d be lying if I told you I’ve never sold a 
record back to a used record store, but I know if I had a record 
label, 'd think pretty gosh durn hard before sending ’MCX any 
promos. 


The Random Thank You Part 


I'm pleased to say that since File 13 is becoming more 
established, the promo records are beginning to roll in. In fact, 
this issue I got enough records and tapes to be able to share the 
wealth with the rest of the staff. And since I’ve been slacking off 
so bad, I’m doubly glad to have reviewers Mason Jones and Dave 
Lechtenberg on the staff. Mason has a lot more patience than I do 
when it comes to cassettes, and sometimes Dave’s reviews match 
my opinions so closely that I feel as if I’ve written them myself. 
So, thanks to all the companies and individuals who sent in stuff 
for review. Hope you'll all send even more stuff in the future, so I 
can spend less money on records. 
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Illusions of Shameless Abundance 
Degenerating into an Uninterrupted Sequence of Hostile Encounters 
Survival Research Laboratories, San Francisco, May 28, 1989 


A Diary of Sorts 
by Mason Jones 


I had the good fortune to work with SRL on the recent show, doing 
the soundtrack for it. The following is a pseudo-diary, mainly just 
some impressions and all from the weeks prior to the show, and 
the show itself. 


Mon, May 8 


Went down to the SRL warehouse to discuss what was to be done 
about the soundtrack, and anything else that we could help out 
with. I talked to people last week about the soundtrack, and 
basically not much had been done yet, but there were only three 
weeks left before the show, so... We all talked about it, and 
collected ideas. We decided to record the machines and any other 
appropriate noises, to place onto tape loops, to be mixed in live 
during the show. Also, we would make tape loops out of bits and 
pieces of conversations that we had on tape already; it was just a 
matter of going through all of the tapes and creating new 
conversations out of them, making them as insane-sounding as 
possible. These tapes would all be mixed live during the show, as 
well as the hopeful addition of a couple of live parabolic 
microphones carried around the site by some people. These mics 
would catch audience conversation as well as the live machines to 
be mixed into the soundtrack over the PA. And finally, a number 
of machines will be outfitted with tape players and speakers, and 
provided with longer tape loops to play over and over throughout 
the show. It’s important that each machine have its own 
personality. No problem, three weeks... 


Tues, May 9 


Down at the warehouse again, this time to start taping things. 
Got the recorder from Rick, so thus armed, we wandered around 
trying not to get in anyone’s way. After a little while, we got 
people so they’d tell us when they were going to run any of the 
machinery, and we’d hurry over to tape the resulting sounds. 
Concentrated mainly on the tools being used, since most of the 
machines weren’t up to running yet. That'll be later in the week. 
Captured about 35 minutes or so of various noises. Some great 
stuff. Will tape more this week and on Saturday, then capture it 
all on Chris’ sampler on Sunday and do some editing. Got to find 
a source for more tape loops, hopefully at less than Tower’s price- 
gouging level 


Sat, May 13 


Located a source for tape loops, with a wider range and better 
quality, but “more* expensive rather than less. Can’t win. Might 
have to go with them, though. The five second loops will be 
useful, anyway, and we can get a lot of them instead of relying on 
Tower’s unsteady supply. Went back down to the warehouse in 
time to catch everyone eating lunch. Saw pics of the site, and 
some more details of the plans. Curtain at one end, lighting crew, 
lucite candelabras (nice fumes, I expect), looks like it should be 
really theatrical. People too busy to run too many machines, but 
we got the cassettes of conversations and transcriptions, which we 


SRL cont. on page 16 


TOO GODDAMN FAR 


It would be pretty self-aggrandizing to use the term feminist when 
referring to myself, so let’s just say my interest in womyn’s issues goes 
a little further than a desire to prove that I’m a "sensitive male," or to 
pick up babes, or whatever. 


Anyway, Too Far is one of the few ’zines that I’ve discovered in the 
year File 13 has been in existence that has really impressed me. I 
chatted with editor Adrienne by phone and mail. 


te 


F13: Mark Lo 
TF: Adrienne 


F138: You’ve been publishing Too Far for some time now. What 
was the spark that prompted you to begin the zine? 


TF: When I was 16 I decided to do a fanzine that centered on 
music and politics. I don’t think too many people saw those first 
three issues! I had seen other fanzines around and it seemed like a 
great way to get involved in the scene. Then in 1986 I met Tracie 
and Leslie from Anti-Scrunti Faction, and also had a couple of 
eye-opening experiences that made me decide to base Too Far on 
womyn’s issues. I started working for Maximum Rock N Roll for 
a few months and Too Far got kind of swept aside, but now it’s 
back and here to stay. 


F13: Are there any specific goals that you hope to achieve with 
Too Far? 


TF: The biggest goal I want to achieve is communication. It 
means a lot to me to reach out to womyn and men, and share ideas 
and feelings, and share our lives. Too Far is a way for me to put 
forth my views, and to have people respond to them. I always 
want to learn, and I always want to grow, and I think we all need 
as much help as possible to do so. 


F13: It seems (to me anyway) that Too Far is intended not so 
much to organize people or rouse them into action, as to provoke 


thoughts and feelings within the reader. Did you choose to pursue 
this direction consciously? I know the first-person stories, 
especially, hit home with me. 


TF: Too Far is definitely not something that’s going to cause a 
reyolution. I always put in stories that are personal to me, or that 
touch an emotion within me. I want someone to read the date rape 
article and not just think, "Oh, that’s too bad," but to realize that 
they never want that to happen to themselves, their friends, their 
lovers...anyone. Statistics tell you the facts, but first hand stories 
tell you the emotions. They tell you that it’s real, that it hurts, 
and that behind those statistics are humyns. In my minority 
group psychology class, I read out loud an article about the fear of 
being raped called "Survival," and when I looked up, a womyn in 
the first row was crying. I want Too Far to touch inside and 
leave a mark where statistics just can’t reach. 


F13: Can you talk about some of the subjects you’ve covered in 
the “zine, and tell us a little bit about what inspired you to write 
about them? 


TF: Well, for Too Far #6, I was really interested in doing an 
article about the Chinese tradition of foot binding. It really 
strikes me how helplessly womyn dress. Long fake fingernails that 
make it impossible to make a fist, tight skirts and low cut blouses 
that make it impossible to bend and move naturally, and spiked 
leather shoes that make it impossible to do anything but hobble. 
This sort of fashion is the same kind that destroyed many 
womyn’s lives in China. In the world today, fashion has come to 
equal pain. I also did an interview with Bobby from Soulside in 
Too Far #6, and I think it turned out really well. Bobby is a 
smart man with a lot of good ideas, and I knew questioning him on 
his beliefs about womyn in society would provide a lot of thought 
provoking answers. 


F'13: How about some of the earlier issues? 


TF: Well, in the very first issues that I put out, a couple of years 
ago, there were band interviews with the Dicks and A State Of 
Mind, and there were articles about politics, like this is fucked up 
and that is fucked up. But the ’zine didn’t have any specific goals. 
Issue #4, which was the first one centered on womyn, had an 
interview with Anti-Scrunti Faction. That was a really angry 
issue, and had a lot of articles that I’d written that were filled 
with a lot of anger towards men, because that was what I was 
feeling then. And then #5 and #6 were the issues I think you 
saw. 


F13: You no longer talk about music directly in Too Far, but 
punk rock still seems to be an underlying influence. 


TF: Punk music is definitely an influence with Too Far. I try to 
distribute and trade Too Far though other ’zines that are into the 
punk scene, although I also really like to get ’zines that have other 
musical or political influences. I hope the punk scene can learn 
from the things in Too Far, because this scene is most definitely 
not different from mainstream society when it comes to sexism. 
You still see the stereotypical femyle/male roles in the scene. But 
I know that a lot of people in the punk scene have an open mind, 
and I really want to reach those people through Too Far. 


F13: Roe vy. Wade is in danger of being overturned, and the 
mainstream press has been calling this the "post-feminist" age. 
What does this indicate about the state of America? 


TF: From what I’ve seen and I’ve read in newspapers, it seems 
like the Ronald Reagan/George Bush fanatics want to drag the 
people of the United States back to a period of time like the 40's 
or 50’s — A time of war, a time of sexual inequality, a time of 


racial inequality. A person can’t pick up a paper without reading 
some story about how womyn in the workforce are “destroying” 
the home life of our children. Bush wants to make womyn into 
baby machines with no choice over what to do with their bodies, 
and just shove them back into the houses they escaped from. The 
state of America? It’s sad. Scary. Very, very scary. 


F13: In countries like Denmark, Sweden, and Norway, in the 
houses of parliament womyn have achieved representation in the 
30-40 percent range, while in the U.S. womyn hold only two 
percent of seats in the Senate and six percent in the House. Could 
you comment on the "womynization of power” in America? 


TF: Womyn have no control or power in politics. I figure womyn 
are so under represented in politics that this place we live in 
should be called the "United States of Men." Our system is a 
patriarchy, but no one seems to want to admit it. I remember I 
read that when womyn were first trying to be heard in the 
political arena, they were told by men that womyn could be totally 
represented by men in politics — that womyn don’t need to be in 
politics because the men could vote "like womyn” and "look after 
the womyn’s needs." When the womyn pointed out that if men 
were going to supposedly vote like womyn anyway then there 
should be no problem with womyn in politics, the men had nothing 
to say. My guess is that men still think they can make laws and 
judgements for people without half of the humyn race’s input. 


F13: What can be done to help get the ball rolling in terms of 
getting more womyn into power? 


TF: Things that womyn could do or should do? 


F13: Well, not just what womyn could do, but what anyone could 
do. For example, certain small parties in Europe have a "50-50" 
rule. Is there something we can do similarly in this country to 
help speed things up?...I guess if there was an easy answer, 
someone would have thought of it by now. 


TF: Yeah, it’s kind of a tough situation, because the men are in 
control, and they don’t want to give that up. 


F13: Were you disappointed that the so-called gender gap didn’t 
have more of an impact in the ’88 election? 


TF: I’m always shocked when I hear about a womyn who actually 
voted for Bush. A womyn voting for Bush is just so incredible. 
It’s like voting for oppression, pay inequality, anti-abortion, and 
every other sexist stance George Bush has. 


F13: Changing the subject, I have a friend who's told me a 
number of frat party stories that made my head spin. "Three girls 
got raped that night," or "I barely escaped that time.” Yet it 
didn’t seem to dampen her enthusiasm for such events 
Comments? 


TF: When I was 13, my best friend was gang raped by some high 
school aged boys. I remember some time after, one of the guys who 
did it started asking me out, and I was considering doing do, until 
my sister sat me down and explained to me why there was no way 
in hell I could go out with him. I just didn’t understand what had 
happened. And your friend doesn’t understand either. She is 
taking the deep violation and pain, and making it into the kind of 
game that the mass media does. Instead of understanding that 
three people had their lives altered and changed forever, she 
makes rape sound like it’s supposed to happen at social events. I 
was 13 when my friend’s attacker asked me out, and my ignorance 
is my excuse. But I can’t think of any excuse for your friend 
advocating and supporting the destruction and pain of another 
humyn being by going to these parties. Is that the kind of thing 
you were looking for? 


F13: I don’t know. It was just an open question to trigger a 
reaction... 


TF: This question hits so many areas I could touch on, but I don’t 
want there to be like 10 pages, you know File Adrienne instead of 
File 13. 


F13: (laughs) 
[And we did touch on a few of those areas] 


F13: Which leads me to what seems to be somewhat of a divisive 
issue among feminists. With regard to sex-related professions, one 
camp says that it is pure exploitation of womyn. Others say that 
womyn have the right to do whatever they want with their own 
bodies, including offering them to men. What action or actions 
would you like to see? Ban porn? Legalize prostitution? 


TF: The pornography issue really has me caught in the middle, 
and it’s something I need to think about a lot. On one hand, I 
hate what it does to womyn. It makes them into objects. It 
advocates the use of violence against womyn, and it’s not based in 
reality of who womyn really are. I’m talking about pornographic 
magazines, striptease joints, porno flicks. I just re-read a book 
called Men On Rape by Tim Beneke, and found out that the word 
pornography comes from the Greek word pornea which means 
"low whore.” But on the other hand I want the freedom to do 
what I want with my body, and to publish what I want, so I can’t 
advocate banning it. I think it definitely hurts womyn and men, 
and that it has a big effect on how womyn and men view each 
other. 


F 13: In your view, how do you think the situation has changed in 
regard to womyn in America, in the time you've been alive? What 
do you predict for the future? 


TF: The feminist issue is something I got involved in in 1986, and 
so I’m just a mere baby in the feminist landscape. I know that 
we're at a scary and very important turning point, and I can only 
hope that things work out for womyn all over, 
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"NEW" STUFF FROM 
DEADBEATS * EXPANDO BRAIN 


STEVE’S CULTURE CORNER 


Yes, I'm still in Japan. In the last issue I wrote about food, and in 
re-reading my article I noticed a mistake: Yakitori Inu isn’t 
"Grilled Dog." The correct saying is: "Yaki Inu" means grilled 
dog. Sorry 


This time I’m going to write about vending machines here in 
Japan. It’s said that Japan has the most vending machines per 
capita on Earth, and I believe it. They’re everywhere, selling 
almost everything you can imagine. There are beer machines, wine 
machines, sake machines, whiskey machines, for those who want to 
drink booze. And they’re even open Sunday. The only problem is 
that they’re "automatically" shut off at 11 pm. What blows my 
mind is that they’re not abused by kids. If there were beer 
machines in America...Jesus! It would be quite a different story. 
The beer cans range from 250 ml. to 1000 ml. It’s good. 


There are about 10,000,000 different kinds of soda here. Really. I 
counted. They have soda pop made from milk, even! It’s called 
"Calpis” soda, and it’s actually great. Us foreigners call it "Cow- 
piss” soda...aren’t we funny? 


Japan also has condom machines, porno mag machines, ice cream 
machines, and battery machines. The porno mag machines offer a 
variety of subjects — Dick magazine and Fuck magazine for those 


who like girls. Blue Boy for those who like boys, and Erotic Dog 
for those who like animals. Oh, yes, there’s a magazine called 
Horsey too. 


Changing the subject, there are some great bands in the Osaka- 
Kyoto area. For example, there’s Shonen Knife, whom I’m sure 
you've heard of. They’re recording new material now — and their 
CD should be out by summer. There’s a band called Amaryllis, 
who are also really great. I guess they are like nothing, or does it 
really matter? The Vampires are another great band. They’ve 
been around for 10 years, and their sound has evolved from ska- 
esque to a cross between old XTC and the Ramones, or something 
like that. For “noise” fans, there’s the Boredoms. Forget song 
structure— there’s none. But there is a lot of noise and confusion. 
Their new LP is available on Selfish Records. There are also a lot 
of fast thrash-type bands that I’ve heard: S.0.B., K.G.G.M., Outo, 
and many more whose names I’ve forgotten. S.O.B. are my 
favorite. Their music reminds me of early Gang Green meets 
Earth A.D-era Misfits. They like to break things on stage too, 
which wins points with me. If you're really interested in any of 
these bands, write File 13 and Mark will send me your address. 


Anyway, that’s all. Bye. 


— Steve Davis 


THROWN INTO THE FIRE 


Fire Party's first EP on Dischord was record of the issue back in #2. 
In my review, I juxtaposed words like dark, angular, melodic, and 
tension. So, I got all excited and thought up all these great interview 
questions. But the band was on various tours, and my letter went 
unanswered. Gradually I forgot all about the interview (and the 
questions), until a few weeks ago when I received a postcard from 
Amy. Due to the band’s activities, and my busy extracurricular 
schedule, we opted for a mail review. Yeah, it’s rather hasty and all 
that, but rather than push it off still further... 


Fire Party is Amy Pickering (vocals), Kate Samworth (bass), Natalie 
Avery (guitar), Nicky Thomas (drums). 


F13: Mark Lo 
AP: Amy Pickering 


F13: Maybe a little history behind the band? My introduction to 
you guys kind of went like this: Hmmm. Fire Party. Dischord 
Records. I think I’ll check this out. 


AP: The band was gotten together in 1986, and [we] played our 
first show in Feb. 1987. None of the [usual] previous-band info to 
tell, as only Nicky was in a previous band, IN PIECES. 


F13: You mentioned that you just finished up. a tour. What 
areas of the country did you hit? How did it go? Any big 
surprises? 


AP: The tour of the U.S. went well. It was only 3 weeks plus a 
few days, so we didn’t do any extensive dates in any areas. We 
went up to CT + PA, and then the midwest (MI + MN), and then 
down to Kansas City — which was a really great show at the 
Outhouse. [I thought the Outhouse was in Lawrence, KS —ed_] 
(Surprisingly, one of our best shows.) Through to the west to S.F. 
and skipping L.A. to AZ, TX + Louisiana (another great place). 
There weren’t any big surprises, except that the Utah Salt Flats 
haven’t dried up enough in March to drive on them... 


F13: How about Europe, where you toured with Scream? What 
were some of the differences between playing over there and 
‘ playing in the U.S.? 


AP: Touring Europe with SCREAM was really great, however it’s 
hard to say that the one big difference is a difference of continents. 
I noticed the apathy level there to be much less (save England) as 


far as music is concerned. But we were touring with SCREAM 
who have toured there before, whereas here we did our first tour 
without a big band. The crowds were more pumped up and less 
prone to worrying about what the people around them thought of 
the band. 


F13: How about with Europeans in general? I’ve always had the 
impression that they seem to know more about American bands 
than most Americans do themselves. Do you think that there is a 
higher level of awareness over there? 


AP: I wouldn’t go so far as to say that Europeans know more 
about American bands than Americans do themselves. But 
American bands do make quite an impact in Europe 


F13: Women have had a behind-the-scenes presence in D.C. for 
quite a while, but I can’t think of an all-female band that has 
reached the spotlight the way Fire Party has, Why did it take so 
long? Why Fire Party? 


AP: I can’t really answer this question as to why... [Cop out! 
—ed.| 


F13: I know that at least Amy has been involved in the punk 
scene for some time. (I remember getting a postcard when I did 
radio at a high school station saying sorry, but Dischord can’t 
afford to service radio stations.) What are some of the changes 
you’ve witnessed since then? 


AP: Ive witnessed Dischord stay almost at the same level as when 
I wrote to you. D.C. has seemed to stay relatively small in terms 
of number of bands and venues, and there haven’t been any big 
breakthrough bands from D.C. who I have to now watch from afar. 
I realize that there are a lot more people interested in the music 
scene, and yet shows seem to stay relatively small (except for the 
occasional Wilson Center show). It’s odd not to have any major 
changes... 


F 13: What’s next? Have you been working on a new record? Can 
we expect any new directions from Fire Party? 


AP: We are working on mixing what we hope will be our next EP, 
and we’re going back to Europe Sept. Ist for a 3 month tour. 
That’s about it. 


| 


FLIPPING THE PAGES 


If you don’t send it to File 13, you won’t see it here... 


Archie McPhee — This is a catalog packed with gag gifts, toys 
from the past, and bizarre novelties. If you’re looking for squirt 
cigarettes, lobster claw harmonicas, potato pellet guns, or books on 
1930’s kissing techniques, look no further. (Archie McPhee, Box 
30852, Seattle, WA 98103) 


Backlash Feb. 1989 — Most free regional rags I’ve seen suffer from 
one or more of the following: 1) support-our-scene mentality, 2) 
coverage of lame frat party-type bands, 3) overabundance of gossip 
about who was seen in what bar with whom, 4) way too many ads, 
5) non-descriptive raves of bands you’ve never heard of ("This is a 
really good album! If you want something a little different, try 
this record out! You'll like it! I did!"), Well, Backlash avoids 
these pitfalls most of the time. (Free, 4128 Fremont Ave. N, 
Seattle, WA 98103) 


Cubist Pop Manifesto #5, #6, #7 — Sometimes, the Cubist 
crew talks their way clear around the point, but still manages to 
drive it home. Other times, they ignore the point altogether, but 
somehow you don’t feel cheated. Plus they’re great at using a 
stapler, and they never lose anything you send to them. (Just get 
it, O.K.?) #5 has a brief history of alternative venues in 
Pittsburgh. #6 has some good stuff on the independent film scene 
in the Iron City. #7 has a chat with ex-Pittsburger and all-round 
music-type guy Mike Lavelle, and some handy road atlas reviews. 
Free bonus resistor, too. (50¢, 3408 Juliet St., Pittsburgh, PA 
15213) 


Electronic Cottage #1 — EC offers a fascinating glimpse into 
the world of the hometaper, as seen through the eyes of the artists 
and label owners themselves. Contributors for this debut issue 
include Al Margolis, Dave Prescott, Chris Phinney, Hal McGee, 
and many others that should be familiar to faithful File 13 
readers. But like a lot of the ’zines, the goal here is to promote the 
scene and spread a lot of warm fuzzies, rather than cut to the core, 
e.g. the reviews are a lot of rah, rah, rah that must be taken with 
a grain of salt. ($3, Box 3637, Apollo Beach, FL 33570) 


Factsheet 5 #29 — The ’zine of ‘zines continues its patient 
coverage of small independent periodicals. There’s also a feature 
on the 50th anniversary of the Xerox copier, one of my personal 
favorite inventions. One of the most diverse record and tape 
review sections around, though I beg to differ with a lot of the 


opinions expressed therein. But then again, I like lyric sheets that 
say "chorus 2X." ($2 ppd. c/o Mike Gunderloy, 6 Arizona Ave., 
Rensselaer, NY 12144) 


Flipside #59, — Man, the layout and graphics are getting 
awesome (but the spelling is still bad). Good in-depth interviews 
with JFA, Penelope Houston, and RKL, and an excellent fanzine 
editors poll. ($1.50, Box 363, Whittier, CA 90608) 


Harvard Square Records — Two vinyl-only mailorder catalogs for 
rare stuff and in-print stuff. This outfit carries mostly major 
label and big indie records, but you may still find a lot of items 
that you'd have to special order if you went to the record store. 
($1 each, Box 1975, Cambridge, MA 02238) 


The Ledge #7, #8 — The emphasis of this ‘zine is on New 
Jersey rock, which is fine, except that the bands that are touted 
heavily are the folksy/rootsy/60’s type bands that this state is full 
of (Trash Mavericks, Safe As Houses, etc.). National bands that 
get coverage are similar (Dumptruck, Miracle Legion, etc.). Lots of 
"say something nice or don’t say it at all" reviews. Still, The 
Ledge has the enthusiasm I wish I had. ($1, c/o Cindy 
Laufenberg, 321 Cokes Dr., Toms River, NJ 08753) 


Pent-Up Observations #1 — Well-written ’zine of opinion and 
political satire, from a inmate at Arizona State Prison. Worth a 
read, but you might want to get your dictionary out. (Mike Furry 
#67000, Arizona State Prison, Cimarron Unit, 10000 S. Wilmot, 
Tucson, AZ 85777) 


Ram-Pages #1 — Carl shows some resourcefulness putting 
together this ’zine from behind bars, but this is more a vehicle for 
self-promotion rather than to explore ideas. Carl writes that his 
gine is already defunct, possibly to devote more effort to his Fuel 
For Free project, which is probably more worthwhile anyway. 
(Carl Cella D-22706, P.O. Box 8101, San Luis Obispo, CA 93409- 
0001) 


Vicious Hippies From Panda Hell #5 — This little "zine seems 
to come out like clockwork. VH has offbeat interviews with lots of 
Northwestern bands, and a bunch of three-sentence record reviews 
that you'd probably agree with if you’d heard the record already. 
(Send stamps. Box 115, 2718 SW Kelly, Suite C, Portland, OR 
97201) : 
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‘MUSIC WE STUMBLED ACROSS... 
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Beatles, Monkees, Beach Boys and even the Monochrome Set. 


#** RECORD OF THE ISSUE *** 


CHRYSANTHEMUMS 
Little Flecks Of Foam Around Barking 
(Egg Plant) 


Chirpy psychedelic pop that manages to be both progressive and fun. 
The Chrysanthemums play 2 musical version of cut-and-paste. They 
take melodies, riffs, sometimes whole musical passages from their 
many influences and slyly insert them into their music. I hear the 
You'll 
likely recognize others. That’s part of the fun. Ambitiously crafty, 
this double album is like a musical maze with many detours 
including brief mind-expanding sonic excursions and little solos that 
put me into a personal state of ecstasy. The instrumental backing 
ranges from the normal guitars and keyboards to full orchestration 
with strings and horns. R. Stevie Moore is on hand for electronic 
and taped sounds. The Chrysanthemums can deftly play anything 
from reggae to jazz. They even delve into feedback-drenched stuff 
when they want to. Incredible. Oh yeah, this is a concept album 
based on the Egyptian Book of the Dead. All that I can say is that 
the lyrics are weirdly absurd, which just adds to the fun factor. 
Other than that, I didn’t pay real close attention. Only when music 
is ho-hum do you feel compelled to glean "depth and meaning” from 
the lyrics. Though to be honest, some 
of the less intricate songs didn’t totally grab me, but I think that’s 
merely a side-effect of my high coming down from the more orgasmic 
stuff. 


That’s never necessary here. 


(Egg Plant Records, 8 Denis Close, Leicester, LE3 6DQ, UK) 


—Dave Lechtenberg 


*** TAPE OF THE ISSUE *** 


DAS FREIE ORCHESTER 
Wolfmusic (cassette) 
(Audiofile) 


Like the Scene Is Now or Skeleton Crew, Das Freie Orchester treads 
the ground between jazz, rock, and total anarchy. But I don’t want 
to mislead you — this cassette is quite lean and economical in feel, 
with a controlled wildness. And as befits a band from Berlin, that 
cool sense of atonalism is always present, with taut 
percussion and guitar scrapings. 


German 


The textures on this cassette are many. The guitars range from 
David Torn-like volume control manipulations and sawing wood 
sounds ("We Shell Over Come") to wild but brittle solos ("Crimsin 
Kong") Female vocals are present on some tracks, from semi-operatic 
ravings ("Ein Komisches Stuck") to brusque Galas-like utterances 
("Frosch Mit Haaren"). Sometimes the percussion takes the form of 
deft work behind a drumkit, and at others it’s sampled, as in the 
thunk thunk of “We Shell Over Come.” 


Wolfmusic posesses a Teutonic aloofness rather than a romping 
sense of fun as with Alter Natives. Sometimes the tape has an 


introverted funk feel that reminds me of a German Catherine |— 


Wheel. And even with all that’s happening, this fine cassette 
manages to be a lot more coherent than does this review. Das Freie 
Orchester. Remember it. 


(Audiofile, c/o Carl Howard, 209-25 18th Ave., Bayside, NY 11360) 
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"This is the most useless shit hunk of rae 
record to ascend the hill to my home. ‘= 
For all of time." --Brian Trudell, x 
INK DISEASE 


"It is only with a great deal of char- 
ity that this can be called music." 
--Mike Gunderloy, FACTSHEET FIVE 


"You own no records that sound any- 
thing like this." --Gerard Cosloy, 
CONFLICT 


..really explores the boundaries of 
+.um...something." --Mark Lo, FILE #13 “\ 


a 
: ie 
The elegy of the American under- < - 
ground." --HELLO HAPPY TAXPAYERS (France) ‘a | 
“Lisa Suckdog makes the world safe for = 


screaming, yelling, giggling, acting 
stupid and sleazy, playing instruments 
badly, and losing your shit in general." 
--Debbey, FREEDOM PUFF 


"We just want men to make us clean the 
house, but we can't seem to find any." 
--Lisa Suckdog 


FULK coro CoveR LP. EIGHT DOLLARS, 
LISA CARVER 
PoBox 1441 
DOVER NH 03820 
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é WILLIE LOCO ALEXANDER | cali BIG TUBE SQUEEZER 

( You Got A Hard Time Coming” b/w “Larry Bird" (7") "Mbodl Bisse? alae "SweckeTomeie) 

\ (Stanton Park) (Candy From A Stranger) 

& The ode to the Celtics’ star has a down and dirty bassline, some Mhigcis praducsdt bythe albiquitoual Jacki Badine,, Tack issto ile 
nice drum work, and a wailing guitar. Fun stuff that moves a Seattle music scene like Kramer is to Shimmy Disc and its 
longies Srecod lip, aThe ‘Araidensnustistandand-B0's garage Stull, environs. Just name a happening band from Seattle and Jack's 
(Stanton Park, Box 58, Newtonville, MA 02160) sure to be involved. On this record, he even plays on the B-side. 

( } The big surprise is that there’s no heavy-metal guitar gunk on this 
ALICE DONUT _ WHY sucker. These unassuming guys play laid-back but still meaty 
Bucketfulls Of Sickness And Horror In An “"',_blues-based rock. "Mood Piece” is like a restrained Firehose.” 

) Otherwise Meaningless Life yk _, "Ewes Jane” is not a cover of the Lou Reed song and sits in 
(Alternative Tentacles) {with me than that Cowboy Junkies claim to fame. A refreshing 

4 O.K., so singer Tomas Antona still sounds like he has his testicles surprise in all. (Gandy From A Stranger, 2359 Franklin, Seattle, 

> caught in a vise. (Imagine the Zulus’ Larry Bangor X 10.) But WA 98102) — Dares Lechtenbere a a pag 

\ “compared to Donut Comes Alive, the band spends less time being , { >. y io « { ) 
smug, and more time making nlusic. "Sky Of Bones” has some? GLENN BRANCA * 


Greg Guinn-like wildstyle guitar, 
)— of a country twang that I might have noticed on the first album if 


propulsive drumming, and a bit \, 


)~ Symphony No. 6 (Devil Choirs At The Gates Of Heaven) 
\_ (Blast First/Restless) 


Thadn’t had my hands over my ears. On “My Life Is A Mediocre ie Branca’s latest symphony was commissioned by the Massachusetts ’ 
4 Piece Of Shit," Antona’s vocals are mellowed by some nice backing | /~‘ Council For The Arts, and I had the extreme pleasure of seeing it’s\_ 
_,Vox, and then come the quick-paced "Incinerator Heart,” and the ”\ debut at Sanders Theatre back in June of 87. The first movement \_ 
at slower but: still nifty "Bucket, Forks, Pock.” Not perfect, but I, / started out with nine guitarists gently stumming their \-. 
jgotta admit I’m liking this record. (Alternative Tentacles, Box instruments. Gradually the musicians worked it up to a furious + 
PS. 11458, S.F. CA 94101) . >~___ intensity (with looks of anguish and agony on their faces as they ~ >, 
aes , a Fo , Nf & ¥ battled their guitars valiantly), and all the while Stephen / 
« \_, RON ANDERSON _, Wischerth pounded away on his drums like a madman. The sound 
Happy New Year (cassette) an kept building and growing louder, until it seemed the theatre 


2 


te Secirees pieces recorded in 1982 and 1983. To quote the insert, " ‘a 
was a time when I was learning much about music, sound, —~* 


— recording, art and life.” Given that disclaimer, you might expect MH 
/ this to be a collection of amateurish noise pieces, but that’s not the os 
it 


(Sound Of Pig) 


case here. Sure, it’s a very up and down journey listening to this 

tape, and the recording quality is inconsistent, but overall it’s 

much better than one would expect. There is a wide variety 

_ prtamong the pieces; some pieces are guitar jams, while others are 

/ intriguing sound collages and still others are electronic-sounding 

rhythm exercises. This tape hit perhaps a fifty-percent average 

with me — I imagine with others it will vary, If you feel like 

buying an unknown compilation tape, you might try this instead, 

it’s more rewarding than many compilations, and it’s all by the 

} same guy. (Sound Of Pig, 28 Bellingham Lane, Great Neck, NY 
11023) — 

4 \ 


Mason Jones 
/ 


» ARCANE DEVICE 
Half Live (cassette) 


j (Generations Unlimited) 


If aliens try to speak to me some night, I might expect it to sound 
a little like this. The insert says this all originated in feedback, 
which is occasionally hard to believe. Very impressive sound 
treatments, sometimes resulting in rhythmic blasts, sometimes in 
dreamy ambience. First listen through I didn’t care for this too 
much, but it grew on me with the second listening. As the name 
suggests, the first side of this cassette (chrome and dolby B, by the 
way) was recorded live at CBGB's in December of 1988, and the 
second side is subtitled "Eight Dreams,” being eight studio pieces. 
The live side is somewhat harsher, and to me, 
but that’s a matter of taste. Overall, a very intriguing serving of 


more interesting, 


would fly apart at the seams. And then suddenly it was over 

And the other three movements were just as cathartic. So I 
figured that if this LP came anywhere close to duplicating this 
event, it would be the record of the decade, easy. But on vinyl’ 
(which has five movements instead of three), the assorted guitar \_/ 
thrashings blend together until all features are lost, and the music. 
sounds like angry strings, or a swarm of hornets. Then I turned it )—* 
up loud, using headphones, and I began to remember. The second, / 
movement, for example, sounds like one chord, until the harmonics’ \\__ 
amid (vertones-emsige, Soonreherwhdle-wallolkacise: bent onttale numer 

and Wischerth’s drumming rocks you to your very foundations. ae 
Solif'youtye heard this record andi diduthiliice ab; yourdidnahavan =a 

turned up loud enough. (Blast First, 262 Mott St., Room $24, NY,, 
NY 10012) ao 
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WILLIAM S. BURROUGHS 

Uncommon Quotes (CD) 

(Caravan Of Dreams) 


Yeah, I saw this in the store and couldn’t believe it. Someone > 
released compact disc from one of Burroughs’ speaking 
engagements? Had to own it. This was recorded at the Caravan, / 
Of Dreams in Texas, in 1986, and it is dedicated to Brion Gysin, 
the late great artist, friend, and collaborator of WSB’s. Owners of 
the Giorno compilation Smack My Crack will recognize a small 
portion of this as four minutes or so were excerpted for that ~~ 


a 


collection. This is prime Burroughs, 54 minutes of his sarcasm, 
humor, and wisdom placed onto a digital platter for your Re 
edification. If you’ve heard or read Burroughs, then you know —~ 


what’s in store for you, and if you haven’t then you owe it to 
yourself to go out and buy this one. Great stuff. (Caravan or— 


Dreams, 312 Houston St., Fort Worth, TX 76102) — Mason Jones 
/ Ney 


noises. (Generations Unlimited, 199 Strathmore #5, Brighton, 
4 MA 02135) — Mason Jones 


: 


ARSENAL 
Manipulator (EP) 
(Touch & Go) 


No credits on this record, but those of. us who know better are 
aware that this is a project of Santiago Durango. So it’s no 
wonder that this sounds like a low-key version of Big Black, ive. 
without the diatribe of Steve Albini. 
brutal beatbox make this first class noise, but I don’t come away 
with the feeling that these are complete songs. (Touch & Go, Box 


The abrasive guitars and : 


i f 


spoken word — most of which has nothing to do with George Bush, 
as far as I can tell. 
chiming and twittering randomness that doesn’t do much for me. 


CANCEROUS GROWTH 


One For The Pod (cassette) 


< + (x-Kurzhen) 


This one’s another mail collaboration between Mike Jackson (a.k.a. 
Cephalic Index) and Chris Phinney (a.k.a. 


Mental Anguish) 
"Bush is Dog" is a composition that focuses on electronics and 


"May I Take Your Order Sir?" is a bunch of 


"Interstellar Tracking” and "Starhoe" are a couple of pieces of 


galactic driftwood that are enjoyable enough, but don’t quite , 
- trigger the imagination. "A Decent 


Facsimile" 


is far and away the 


25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


l 


ha d 
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é most attention-grabbing piece on the tape, looping voices upon old, battered guitar; Liz’s kick bass had a plywood drum head; 
voices, until a hypnotic drone is built up. Undulating patterns and Dan had this chintzy little Casio, instead of a real bass. 
Nein sree from the repetitiveness. One For The Pod is not a must “How could a band with so little talent be so entertaining?” I 
have, but it does have some memorable tidbits. And where they remarked, as they launched into a totally butched "Train Kept A 


got that tape of yours truly asking to crash out on the couch, Pll Rollin’” for an encore. Well, I saw them a bunch of times over the 
never know. (Michael Jackson, State House Box 207, Boston, MA next few years, and they consistently blew me away. Once, I saw 


02133) them do two sets that were radically different from one another, 
ce > except for the fact that the set lists were identical. And, shit, they 

+ were fun. Of course, I constantly bemoaned the fact that their 

CATERAN / genius was way too elusive to be captured on vinyl. Then 


The Black Album (7") (somewhere down the line, they learned how to play their 
(Mirage 666) »( instruments, and, well, maybe began to take themselves seriously. 
I first heard of Cateran in the UK Sniffin’ Rock sine. They had)‘ And somewhere about that same time, I began not to be totally 

giddy at the mere mention of the band. Now I can just shrug my 
shoulders when Christmas are mentioned. Yeah, "Stupid Kids" is 
an awesome pop tune, but they used to be so much more. 


a song on the free 7" given away with the zine. The song, "Kitty 
Kitty Kitten", was great. With its sinuous guitar leads and 
joyous melodies, I couldn’t get enough. I got this single and was a i ¥ 
little disappointed. The catchy melodies are still there, but that Co’ \E( 2 iene \ 
sinuous guitar is gone. This one is straight-ahead with bracing ae COSTES-SUCKDOG 

distorted guitars. Not bad, just not as good. The B-side is a o- The Hanged (cassette) 


a 


(no label) = 


Kinks cover. If you still yearn for more Husker Du and Squirrel 


Bait, give this a try. [Cateran has two albums available from  \ — 
Vinyl Golubiow records (Nor addvess given, distributed by: Fact ( “This tape has a grandiose, theatrical feeling about it, and that’s 
Rorward /Oartel) DaveWWechtenbers — because it’s the music for an opera that debuted in France late last © \— 


year. Think of this as an anti-social Broadway musical, and you'll -—_ 


yt —— — — het 


= — Pa : é > be on the right track. Surprisingly well-conceived, The Hanged 
¢—\ _ GATTLE PROD ~\__ is, as you might imagine from Costes and Suckdog, a tale of > * 
i (~~ Secretly Happy __ debauchery and destruction. And the music is melodramatic stuff,» _/ 
SS (commis) \_. lacerated with shouts and screams of depravity. And there’s a cool’ \— 


booklet that you can look at, in case you want to follow along. }— 
Costes and Suckdog take a heart, and turn it inside out until the = 
rotten blackness falls out. Gilbert and Sullivan it’s not. (Lisa a 
Carver, Box 1491, Dover, NH 03820) \ a 
\ x BN. ap / 
; \ 


/ \ oe 
‘HELIOS CREED 


nae The Stripminers, Chicken Scratch, and Grisly-Fiction LP’s were 

= a-okay, but I’m not sure I can say the same about Cattle Prod’s 
}-- debut. The bass/drums/keys lineup is out of the ordinary and 

rH Albert Garzon’s production is nice and robust, as usual. But the —, 


— band’s goofball tunes don’t do much for me. Songtitles include 


nn 


"Satan Is Boring,” "Nipple Goon," and "Donkey Ears," and the ‘3 E a 
. typical lyrics are worse than that. You might like to think of "Nothing Wrong” b/w "The Sky" (7") 4 
. ? these Wisconsiners as the hip person’s Dickies. I might prefer not a” (SubPop) \S 
— to think about them at all. (Comm 8, 416 East 13th St., NY, NY Dug the the wicked guitar that splatters around like a live wire 
_¢” * 10009) ei Z 2 and the slow, menacing beat, but the turgid Vincent Price-like | 
2 =e pa = \ \ fp NY ‘. { \— vocals and horror movie sound effects made it about as interesting. 
“CHARLATANS as Michael Jackson’s Thriller. The B-side is a remix of the A-side 
4 ” DrivelHe Said (cassette) and didn’t improve things. Oh well. (Sub Pop, Box 20645, Seattlens 
\« (Harsh Reality/Deaf Bye) ye 98102) — Dave Lechtenberg ear = 
__ Drive is a diverse tape of some old recordings by Thomas Winter KJ I 7 = rag 


CROWD 


L 


and M. Finnkrieg, inspired by industrial music of the mid 1980's. 


"Plastic Toy” is a piece that is quite abstract, sparse piano asd Big Fish Stories \_ 
{metal percussion. "Distorted Rock Phenomena” is a catchy, (Flipside) 
“ "writhing bassline, played as a cavalcade of construction equipment The Crowd play straight ahead melodic hard rock, like the 
~ \, parades by. Other tracks range from spacey to heavy clanging. Fixtures, and then add some reggae into their sound. "Day And a 


Not bad overall. (Harsh Reality, c/o Chris Phinney, Box 241661, Night" is a strong cut, especially in the vocal work, but most of 
>= Memphis, TN 38124) the songs are not too memorable. The cover of "Transmission" 


doesn’t do Joy Division justice, but it’s way better than the Swans > 
s O5 did. (Flipside, Box 363, Whittier, CA 90608) 
CHEER ACCIDENT { \ 

, Sever Roots, Tree Dies C*NTS 7 


(Complacency) A Decade Of Fun: 1978-1988 -_* 
‘ Side one of this thing is some fine progressive rock in the vein of (Pravda/Disturbing) = 
: eine: eimson,. Cambenwell Now, corsthe Dark: (the one on .OMP This band began life with a decent post-punk sound, as on "Why” 


Records). "Fight F ; " 

co eames i ag unnocences «yous pmoubes arith) some Do You Live On My Block.” They quickly moved, however, into a 
? contemplative piano, until it breaks out into some Birdsongs-like f d 

eg a nat nC ae ae 2s Lyres-like sound, with 96 Tears farfisa organ, as on “Perfect 
i ee a ones ame signal ele e Sieh aS tatnotiee Fade.” "Blow Your Mind" is trashy M.O.T.O.-like fun, but most 
Yee ns ey © capes PM te ee ean ee Nee of this LP is competent, but unmemorable. The fact that they put 
the "*" in their name proves they’re even wimpier thanI am. And 
that’s pretty sad. (Pravda, 3728 North Clark St., Chicago, IL 
60613) 


sce n ( 


»( ‘cleaner noise damage. (Actually it’s a centrifuge.) Guitar, 
«trumpet, and aluminum all make their presence known on the 
album. Side two is closer to Sting, Yes, and Supertramp, but 
overall Sever Roots, Tree Dies still gets a thumbs up. 
, (Complacency, Box 1452, Palatine, IL 60078) 


4 y) ‘ q THOMAS DIMUZIO 

CHRISTMAS as “ Delineation Of Perspective 

Ultraprophets Of Thee Psykick Revolution (Generations Unlimited) 

(LR.S.) "Window Music” shows off Dimuzio’s imaginative use of sampling 

The first time I saw Christmas was back in ’82, during a benefit technology. A bicycle bell, breaking glass, car horn, and a = 
oats the Neats, whose house had burned down. Michael had this plethora of other samples are used in a manner which makes 


: PEP oPerCA HAS 


< 


{ { : e=) a { Pa 2 > * e 
» ae i : = 
5 musical sense — this is not just a bunch of cool sounds. reeks of the Butthole Surfers with its bellowing distorted guitars 
"Blackened Prospects” is a dense conglomerate of sound that and swampy vocals. Mid-way through the song, jagged guitar is 
4 py 
\ pulsates in 58 ways, like some spastic heart that got left on the heaped on top of the miess that reminds me of an organ grinder 
¢ operating table. The other selections are not as striking, but )—~ ditty and gives the song a crazed psychedelic tinge. Side B is more 
y provide some decent musical intergalactica. (Generations ae upbeat. "Strychnine” sounds like a wilder and fuzzier version of 
Unlimited, 199 Strathmore #5, Brighton, MA 02135) the Fuzztone’s lysergic emanations: And before you can blink, the 
ae 4 i song transforms into a buzzing rendition of Nick Lowe’s "What's 
So Funny "Bout Peace, Love & Understanding?”. So yeah, this is 
'y 
DOC WOR MIRRAN \— worth checking out even if you do get the album. (Sub Pop, Box 
‘ Severe Pig + 20645, Seattle, WA, 98102) —Dave Lechtenberg av 
(RRRecords/eMpTy) y, { } lima ) 
German noise/music that teeters between modern-day noise rockers >: KLAUS FLOURIDE ; 
) like Big Black and early industrialists like Cabaret Voltaire or Because I Say So ae 
7 pean! Beisieae Qualk. What you get is a constantly, /—~ (Alternative Tentacles) ? 
} shifting mix of tape treatments, found sounds, environmental ~\ m= 
noises and a couple of poetic spoken-word rants with the guitar / te aaa tee ets coe et Rsuciysi Dra tes ca 
never too far out of the picture. On some of the tracks, broody )}—« OP JIS Second solo album that he's not or never will be a Jello 
5 chromatic guitar is played over a cheesy drum machine. While on —< _ Biafra protege. There’s no caustic, sniveling political rambling or 
)—‘other tracks, you get mellow psychedelic guitar played, )—~< even the slightest hint of hardcore tendencies. That's a good thing  >— 
unaccompanied or maybe with some subtle vibrating sheet metal because otherwise I think T would’ve lost my patience for this. ——. 
_/~‘thrown in. I especially liked “Why?” with its infectious (I) _/~ Instead, Klaus shows that he likes to fool around in the studio and > 
MUA /believe) dulcimer: igroavetendmthemUnrebhines guitar distortion”, exPeriment with different musical styles. At first, I wondered if, _ 
—<__ enveloping around it. Despite some of the violent and bizarre>—{ I'd put on a Stickdog record by mistake because the first track, . 
lyrics, these guys aren’t deadly serious. I can sense a latent,‘ Door Slammer is powerful and industrial stomp-like, “Born 
MEE chosrfulness: hidden! belinditaresieatess chat occasionally pokes” \_, Again Dentistry” is like this too. “Feeding Time in Hell” and ~ * 


(‘through with some bright spots. (RRRecords, 151 Paige St.,._< "Desert Ships” are more aloof, sublime goofy pieces along the lines 4 


. Lowell, MA 01852 and eMpTy Records, Muggenhoferstr. 39, 8500 of Colin Newman’s The Singing Fish. Adding to the mix are some 


Nurnberg, West Germany) — Dave Lechtenberg = serene ethnic-flavored instrumental washes and country/folk ._. 
; ) —_ eae) a picking. The Beatlesque "Bus Thru The Barrier" and "Keep On + 
} To witsioeee \ é 4 Walking” are the most outright songs on here. "Keep On'—‘ 
x e . < Walking" alternates between sounding like "Let It Be” and 
" All My Friends Are Fish —h " aan ae ‘ 5 — 
\_, "Yellow Submarine” until finally getting real sappy with a big” \_ 


(Mammoth/Black Park) "We are the World"-type chorus. Ick. On a couple of the final, 


The first Downsiders’ LP had a handful of fine straight ahead pop cuts, things get a little tired and overblown. And it’s downright > 
tunes. This one has more of a psych feel, with guitars that swirl, tacky to include recorded credits on the album. But on the whole, -—“ 
buzz, and jangle. I’m reminded of some of the early Down There this is a fairly engaging eclectic mix. (Alternative Tentacles, Box / 
and similar bands, which isn’t surprising as Russ Tolman (True 11458, S.F. CA 94101) — Dave Lechtenberg oN 
West) produced the LP and Chris Cavacas (Green On Red) kicked \ ae / \ ] ( I 3 a Naor ok 


in some keyboards. "Pony Made Of Ice" reminds me of the first f : = 
Rain Parade 45, with light-headed vocals and sitar-like guitar” \ | GREATER THAN ONE a 


runs, and then it accelerates into an instrumental refrain that gets , (~~ London 
_,me air strummin’. "Kenny Koughdrop" sounds kinda like Death = (K=K/Wax Trax) 


Of Samantha. This record poops out a little too early, but there is This 2-LP is a veritable sampler’s delight (Martin Luther King, ~~, 
a lot of good stuff, too. (Mammoth, 5 W. Hargett St., Raleigh, NC Laibach, operatic and orchestral stuff, ethnic chanting, TV/movie 
RNY) tidbits, etc.), and the result is mostly both fun and accessible. —“\_ 


LREEN London is way better than any recent Test Dept., and these guys 
ENEMIES IN THE GRASS actually have somé soul ("Now Is The Time,” “Slave"). Of course, \-. 
"Day After Day” b/w "Out Of Luck” (7") when I’m in a good mood even the Pogues sound good, (Wax Trax, 
(Galt) 2445 N. Lincoln Ave., Chicago, IL 60614) = 
, ; Sa ES meee 
Smooth, perky guitar pop similar to Grapes Of Wrath or Wire { YX +> ‘ ¢ ; ‘hen’ a 
Train. Unfortunately Enemies in the Grass have all the bite of GRISLY FICTION =. 
your Grandma without her dentures. (Galt, 209-80 18th Ave., Scrape Face i 
Bayside, NY 11360) , (Comm 3) = 
Y Tew ) "Big guitar” progressive rumblings that remind me of an ethereal 4 
M. FINNKRIEG version of Phantom Tollbooth or Dinosaur. These guys jitter and, 
Down The Poppy Stairs Of Heaven (cassette) jangle along with an up-in-the-clouds spacey indifference but can)... 
(Harsh Reality) suddenly get low-down vicious and mean. Side 2 gets rhythmically 4 
This tape is a collection of pieces made from samples taken from more agile, but you still get the same crunchy-and-smooth feeling.) — 
Pecorda., ‘TV; ieiid: tiovide: Buti white. eu keshmed eererene north It’s kinda like the package. On the cover, they look nice enough, 
realest :sourcesyof comforbvin todayla: worl aD OTE TRG! Ponpy but then you doubt their benevolence when you see the gruesome 
Stairs has a very cold, impersonal feel. These are not songs, per roadkill) pichures; inside. ‘I'm: glad) you jean Lisl ways e ise = 
; & ; impressions or else this wouldn’t have turned out so good. (Comm 
se, but very short, almost toy-like compositions that Rate. 2, 116 Baden St.4b12, NAAN 10008) a De ete a2 
sound bad as the soundtrack to a Gumby cartoon. (Harsh Reality, ) i 5 : 8 
c/o Chris Phinney, Box 241661, Memphis, TN 38124) Say Ne 
= _ HALF JAPANESE a 
FLAMING LIPS Charmed Life Sal 
"Drug Machine" /"Strychnine"/"Peace, Love & (50 Million Billion Trillion Watts) = 
persue ec Seon GLEE ibs) _ Well, here it is, the much delayed 1/2 Jap LP, with a lineup that \ 
(SubPop) bears no resemblance to the current one. Charmed Life had been _/ 
Side A is an early version of a song that appears on the new Lips’ «talked about so much, and for so long, that I had myself convinced > - 
album, Telepathic Surgery. "Drug Machine" is a slow grind that ) that it had been released. And now, despite the well-known —< 
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HYPNOLOVEWHEEL 
Turn! Turn! Burn! 
(Fabian Aural Products) 


I was more than a little skeptical with the silly moniker and 
album title. It seems like the harder a band tries to cop an 
attitude/theme with its name or record titles, the more likely they 
are to fall short of that aura in musical substance. Well, I'm 
wrong here because Hypnoloveweel up to their 


This is mighty fine psych pop with a definite 60's 


live spirited 
designation. 
garage punk ethic. The energetic drumming, bouncing melodies 
and spunky vocals reminded me a lot of Volcano Suns and Big 
Dipper. And look out for the sporadic flashes of Dinosaur-like a 
scorching guitars. There are too many good songs to mention, but —_ > 


the horrific “Cows” is a killer climax ending in a firestorm of 


he \_/~ guitar noise. Above all though, it’s just plain good pop. (Fabian 
: / \_. Aural Products, 655 Carrol Street, Brooklyn, NY 11215) —Dave \ 
~X Lechtenberg = 
N Vi \ ) va foe 
ty sat / / \ \ ‘ 
i \ ‘i 67 / rY\ . JS ae 
ere /~__ JODY AND THE CREAMS 
= b untitled (cassette) 
— \— (Cordelia) - 
Sy There are no liner notes on this cassette, but all songs except one” \_ 
=< : _<_ are written by Alan Jenkins who is the main guy behind the Deep ,_ 
— \— Freeze Mice and The Chrysanthemums. My guess is that this a \. 
= 5 ‘side project for Alan to polish his technique and learn more studio »—~ 
aa snchoedh tricks between his bread- and-butter releases. This cassette is an \ 
aM a all instrumental affair ranging from jazzy keyboard doodling to “ee 
a \_/~ powerhouse guitar riffs that’s always buoyed by electronic effects, / 
+ 7 _. floatingsin ead outithecmix. Ab.times, the melodiearget too simple 
Awe FAG a, \ Y ai see in this new wave brand of fusion but that makes me think of Pell ae 
< fe a = ( “ Mell. The basic music is simple and raw, yet the shifting rhythms 4 


Iridescence incompetence, it’s out. When Music To Strip By came 
?— out, I complained that it wasn’t weird enough. When Charmed / ~~ 
\,__ Life came out, I griped that it didn’t pounce hard enough. But I 


and strong electronic underpinning give it surprising vitality and \__ 
energy. Overall it further convinces me that the reason that I like a 
DFM and The Chrysanthemums is not so much the happily — 


--{ can listen to these songs and imagine myself at a live Halt demented outlook but the adept musicianship. (Cordelia Records, —{ 
ee Japanese show. And then I feel pretty good about the world. , 8 Denis Close, Leicester, LE3 6DQ, UK) —Dave Lechtenberg Ty 
aa (50,000,000... Watts, 5721 SE Laguna Ave,, Stuart, FL 34997) aan f ae ae of x / 
4 — / 
% f x va Vd \ F / % % i if \ f \ X f 4 \ \ \, x 
athe 2 4 ie an aA ’ o_@.. 
ep 4 KATHARSIS is - 
ae Take Care > < F ; —< 
— (Mute/Enigma) Suspension Of Belief ia 
(sss) sar 


ot 
+ When I first listened to Take Care, 1 thought to myself Graham 
Lewis wants to be another Bryan Ferry or Depeche Mode. Well, 
Take Care isn’t as bad as all that, but this is sure a lot more 
\, slicked up than Hail. (On one song there are even female backup 
—{ singers chanting "Who took my baby?") I wonder if it has 
= anything to do with the fact that Bruce Gilbert is nowhere to be 
or 
3 


= 


found on this album. Still, this is intelligent synth music that 
relies more upon textures than obvious hooks. And I do like the 
hypnotic grace of "Watch Take Care” and the cool desolation of 
"Halfway House.” (Enigma, Culver City, CA 90231-3628) 
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“\_, HONOR ROLE 


A brand-new release from the San Francisco-based group, this time 
on vinyl. This release includes remixes of some pieces from earlier 
cassette efforts, plus some new material. The whole thing is a 
magnificent noise-induced journey into some pretty dark territory. 
the static-rhythm opener, "Imitate," to the driving 
percussion of “Anareta," through the wailing vocals on “Hostile 
Witness” to close the first side, I just kept thinking I had to get 

more stuff by these guys. What more can I say. The second side’ 
continues the jaunt through some subterranean cavern populated \ 

with angst-ridden noisemongers. I love it. Buy it now. (SSS, 5881 

Darlington Rd., Pittsburgh, PA 15217) — Mason Jones — 
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Rictus 


/ \ 


—~ (Homestead) 


< The Pretty Song was a great album 
the skin like a rusty fish scaler, the vocals were delivered with a 
riveting urgency, and the drums beat out mind-grabbing patterns. 
The songs were poetic — somber, yet cleansing. Rictus has a 


heavier, more mechanical feel, with tight, metalesque guitar riffs. 


The vocals are like a less-scathing Albini, and many of the lyrics 


The guitars rubbed across 


s seem to be about women downtrodden by the lives they’ve led 
__) “Unfortunately there is a certain lethargy that pervades the album, 
: and I don’t think it’s entirely due to "new" drummer Seth Harris’ 
sf more mundane style. The only tracks that really rise above the 
weightiness are "Listening To Sally,” "Salty Tears,” and "Break 
The Ice," a haunting instrumental that offsets flute and guitar 
{Rumor has it that Honor Role has since broken up.| (Homestead, 

ee 


Box 800, Rockville Centre, NY 11571-0800) 


KING KONG 

"Movie Star" & "The Camel’s Walk Song” 
b/w "Chicken Shit” (7") 

(no label) 


When I saw that these guys are from Louisville, I said to myself, 
this could be some hick cowpoke band. Or they could be another 
Antietam or Your Food. Actually, this 7" exhibits rudimentary 
skills and simple production that places it somewhere between 
early Savage Republic and early Get Smart in feel. 
polished songs though-— it’s more like King Kong just played for 
awhile and then cut the tape. Plus, the group sounds as if they 
haven’t been playing that long, 
haven’t picked up any bad habits. 


These aren’t 


but at least that means they 
(King Kong, Box 4543, 


/ \ / / 


x x 


Louisville, KY 40204) 
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LARD 
The Power Of Lard (EP) 
(Alternative Tentacles) 


Lard equals Ministry plus Jello Biafra and J. Ward, and 
Alternative Tentacles actually got permission from Sire to use 
Jourgensen and Barker. The title track on this 3-song EP is 
driving industro-metal (similar to The Land Of Rape And 
Honey) that rips hard. "Hellfudge” is a slower cut with a 
Flipper-ish riff, and drums that bring it home with a sharp snap. 
"Time To Melt,” however, is a sludgefest that seems to go on all 
day, everyday. (Alternative Tentacles, Box 11458, S.F. CA 94101) 


{ 


49-0 aan 


Ney 


this outing does end up like a typical big-time boxing match. 


Your expectations 
event is a letdown. 
format from Blast 


get bloated from all of the hype, but the actual 
[News flash: This single is now available in 12" 
First, and Mudhoney’s debut single has been 


reissued by SubPop.| (Sub Pop, Box 20645, Seattle, WA, 98102) 
—Dave Lechtenberg 


Me 


{ « 


MY BLOODY VALENTINE 


x Isn’t Anything 


= (Creation/Relativity) 


My Bloody Valentine play a brand of hard-nosed pop that runs 


> 


a, Rtn / ton Se / 
PEP LESTER AND HIS PALS 
The Mathematical Genius Of Pep Lester 
(Forced Exposure) 


Pep Lester is really Phil Milstein who’s most notably played with 


)— Uzi. His pals are a whole army of people from Half Japanese, 


Christmas, Big Dipper, Men & Volts, Birdsongs of the Mesozoic 
and more. But don’t worry — this isn’t some indie supergroup 


\-— Billed as “a record-and-a-half of pop noise trash", it can annoy 


still be stupefied and amused by the heaping variety of pieces in 


eS you as much as Happy Flowers and early Half Japanese, but you'll 


—< 


this sonic trashcan. Amidst and around the trash/pop songs, 
you'll get dumped with inserted noises, speech/interview clips, 
backward/slowed-down effects and even backwards singing. If 
you’re still not sure what happened after listening to this, you can 


\— check out the copious liner notes included with the album. They 


- 


had me fooled on "Me and the Boys” — I checked the battery light 
on my walkman more than once when listening to it. "Scum 
__ Runnin" is poetry that GG Allin would be proud of, although he 
could never recite it as well as done here. I’m a sucker for a VU 
tribute so I appreciated "All Pep Lester’s Parties/ I’m Waiting For 
Maureen Tucker". Call me a feminist if you like, but my favorite 
song is the poignantly beautiful "Womb-Man". And somehow 
_among all the mayhem, "My Girlfriend Lives Like A Redneck” 
unwittingly played by Nashville session players is just not as 
funny as it could be otherwise. But hell, don’t just let me tell you 
about it — get the record yourself and get the full 
story/experience. (Forced Exposure, P.O. Box 1611, Waltham, MA 
__ 02254) — Dave Lechtenberg 


\ Man y 


roughshod over 


contrasting duality about the band, as their music is beautiful, yet 


_rugged. The vocals and melodies have a fragile beauty about 


-. 


\, possess the roar of 


them, while the dual guitars of Kevin Shields and Bilinda Butcher 


your favorite power tool. “Lose My Breath" is 


y~ dusky pop, with a Salem 66-like acoustic dreaminess laid over a 


muted dissonance. 


— 
< 
most Creation stuff. There is a strongly —¥ 
~ 
— 
a 


"Cupid Come” is a duet that sounds like Judy )— 


Grunwald plus Dinosaur, and "(When You Wake) You're Still In — 
= 


- 
/ 


\__ "Feed Me With Your Kiss" is a pretty tune with positively 


/— A Dream" has hyperdrive guitars that eat up the road. And 


(hammering guitar and bass. This first domestic LP is like falling _ 
— in love down at the machine shop. \. 
ES ee a ee ae ee a 
__¢ MY LIFE WITH THE THRILL KILL KULT sh 


__, I See Good Spirits, I See Bad Spirits 


¢ | (Wax Trax) 


I’m feeling a little better about Wax Trax lately. "Heresy" and 
Easy Girl" deliver some mild-mannered exotica, "Do You Fear 


For Your Child” is danceable fare with the usual TKK imagery - 
}~ and samples galore, and "On This Rack" has the cold, hard beat of 
5 ae —- > 


{\4 y, 
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— 
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MAGNETIC CHURCH 
Magnetic Church (cassette) 
(J.S. Laboratories) 


Light synth washes that fill your living space with an ethereal 
presence. Reminds me a bit of Laurie Spiegel’s Expanding 
Universe, only Magnetic Church’s universe isn’t quite so 
expansive. Probably good for soothing migraines, but not for 
attentive listening. (J.S. Laboratories, Box 710147, Houston, TX 
77271) 


MUDHONEY/SONIC YOUTH 
"Halloween" b/w "Touch Me I’m Sick" (7") 
(SubPop) 


What a battle of the indie heavy-weights! In one corner is the up 
and coming Mudhoney. In the other corner is the defending 
champ, Sonic Youth. The fight is to prove who is cooler by 
covering each other’s songs. Well, the battle is futile and the fight 
is a draw since neither can out do one another. Mudhoney, with 
their slow heavy-handed treatment of “Halloween”, can’t quite 
meet the disquieting edginess of the original. Though at the end, 
the drums and guitars kick into a frenzy to save it from complete 
tediousness. (Why’d they do “Halloween” anyway? It would have 
been hilarious if they did “Flower” instead.) Kim Gordon gets 
points for her growling (nearly incoherent) vocals on “Touch Me 
I'm Sick", but it’s never as tasty as the nasty fuzzed-out sludge 
feast from Mudhoney’s already classic debut single. In retrospect, 


/ / / / ‘ 
Sy yo Nek ty 


\ 
wh 


| At Al 


ae 


x 


@ 
Maek Nevitte 44 


4K - 


{ > pee 4 


Co retraite rari er 


al ae eae aa 7 \ ; an "4 ‘ 
/ H / / VA \ % 


_" Ministry’s Twitch. On this record, Thrill Kill Kult come up with from getting bogged down. And cool shrieking sax snakes its way 
— some easy-going industrial stuff that’s quite palatable. (Wax through the smog on side one. Yeah, this sounds like old Killing) 
Trax, 2445 N. Lincoln Ave., Chicago, IL 60614) Joke even more than Pailhead does, but so what? (Wax Trax, 2445 
{ \ N. we Ave., Chicago, IL 60614) 
/ / / / Ty / 
)—~ MYSTERY HEARSAY ? 
3 Dwarfed By Brightness (cassette) Pa 
= 
x (no label) Verfall (cassette) 
Dwarfed By Brightness is a tape that moves gradually from a (ne (a0 label) 
soothing Eno-esque sound towards more disquieting, alien This collaboration between PBK and Hands To has a deep, rich 
atmospheres. The A side is marked by a gentle swelling and industro-ambience which mutes an industrial harshness lying 
— ebbing, and the B side is a tad noisier, but both have their own several fathoms below. The title composition is layer upon layer of 
= allure. Mystery Hearsay doesn’t quite have the masterful touch of texture that rolls out of the speakers like a San Francisco fog. 
_/~ Bno, but Brightness is an inspired, well-crafted tape (and doesn’t Soon the music fills the room, invading every crack and crevice, 
,. have the random, disorganized feel of the Ear Gear cassette). and finally seeping into the cranium, until you’re no longer sure 
(Mystery Hearsay, Box 240131, Memphis, TN 38124) which sounds are coming from the stereo and which emanate from 
§ - ) ) \ i your very subconcious. Just stunning at times. (P. Klinger, 115 
? ae \ W 38rd, San Bernardino, CA 92405. J. Jerman, E. Platte #2, 
— MYSTERY HEARSAY ‘ Colorado Springs, CO 80909) 
_. Ear Gear (cassette) \ Nf i 
{ (Harsh Reality) SMERSH 
_/~ One moment ambient soundscapes, the next harsh clanging, and The Greatest Story Ever Distorted (CD) 
}—4 everything in-between, all of it very well-done. I tend to favor the (Kk) 
noisy stuff, so some of this was a little new-agey for me, but it’s all Will wonders never cease? The mighty cassette-boys move into the 
pS obviously carefully done, and it never fades into the woodwork too digital age. Yeah, it’s brand-new Smersh digitized into bits and 
,_, much, And when they become harsh, you don’t get the feeling placed on corrosive, laser-readable form for you. I was happy to 
’™ that they’re just throwing noises into the mix for no reason. And stick this into the player and find that it hasn’t gone to their 
44 the production is excellent, which always helps. I was very heads. It’s a short sucker, only 29 minutes long, but that doesn’t 
impressed. If you’re into the noisy end of the “ambient (I'll pay detract from the pleasure. Drums, yelling, fuzz, and static are all 
— for a better term, but for now...) sound then you should have this perfectly reproduced here, finding the Jersey boys in fine form. 
“one. (Harsh Reality, c/o Chris Phinney, Box 241661, Memphis, TN Kind of a low-budget thing, since no back insert for the CD was 
e124) — Necon anes” 8 hat provided, and the front insert is really a little cardboard holder 
~ \Y TA 4 4 » for the CD that doesn’t fit into the jewel box without cutting, but 
SY et (it’s fun nonetheless. (Smersh, Box 35, South Plainfield, NJ 07080) 
/ "Love Buzz" b/w "Big Cheese” (7") as eWa@ a: yones y 
— (SubPop) < & 
i This is the first installment of the SubPop single’s club. This ison Now Street (cassette) 
single breaks away a little bit from the now familiar Seattle guitar (no label) 
— sound. Nirvana has a greater sense of harmony than bands like 
__ Green River or Soundgarden, and the production is cleaner than Smersh have always been capable of a great song or two. 
~~ most of the recent SubPop releases. Both songs are very similar, "Tuneless Radiator" is the fiercest guitar and beatbox music 
_.. almost interchangeable. Each song is based on a lurching repetitive |} you're likely to hear this side of Big Black, and "Pop Timmy 
riff that builds in intensity until letting loose into thick Black Black" and “Road Hazard" have a homemade Front 242/Skinny 
Sabbath inspired guitar licks. A wee bit different, but no less Puppy dance-noise sound. The only trouble is that they tend to 
- powerful. Ultimately it satisfies that primal urge you get for? get bogged down with unvarying volumes, beats, and tempos. But, > 


hard-rockin’ grunge when plopping on a SubPop record. (Sub Pop, _/ if you liked the last Hunting Lodge LP, or the earlier Smersh 


Box 20645, Seattle, baa 98102) —Dave Rerhtcnbete discs, you may be interested in this too. (Smersh, Box 35, South 


frei Bae ae N —~ <<" Plainfield, NJ 07080) = 
, poe — Kacad has x / ‘ / aN / Be 4 \ / \ \ 
101 GRUSTACEANS) = PR ee ee, a ae wane 
- Songs Of Resignation (cassette) ‘ . SOUL SIDE 
~ (Audiofile) —\ ‘Trigger (EP) 
= = 
eke Oxtaeeceoks are alec membea gender band om NE who piayy 7 PeBoFA 
‘1a brand of music that’s pretty hard to get a handle on. Maybe I hear they’re better live, but Soul Side play melodic HO- 
__ think of a more aggressive Steaming Coils or perhaps the > influenced stuff, similar to early Dag Nasty or Marginal Man. 
_ ‘Minutemen doing Art Bears covers. Anyway, this is oddball rock /—~ "Forgiveness" is an uplifting tune that rails against problems in 


that threatens to dissolve into free jazz at any moment. Multiple” the world, while at the same time ing hope. a 
4 yi P Vy ; preaching hope. "K.T.T.K 
{guitars jerk back and forth, the bass cavorts high and low, and they“ — rocks hard. But, unlike Joy, I prefer the Fugazi and Embrace 
‘1 drums blast forth in spasmodic outbursts. And all the while, the aes records. (Dischord, 3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 
vocalist delivers a quavering whine that approximates singing. } ,, r y \. ‘at Via aay / 
< ~ 


_," Toss in some sax, piano, and bassoon, and stir well. 101 ? ame 
Crustaceans pull the reigns in on chaos, and come up with a’ SPONGE 
_/ challenging brew. (Audiofile, c/o Carl Howard, 209-25 18th Ave., Inside Down (cassette) 
J Bayside, NY 11360) \_~ (Audiofile) 
i. / ; / tas Sponge is a mostly instrumental Scottish band with retro leanings. 
1000 HOMO DJ’S Inside Down starts out with a totally cool F/i-like number, but 
Apathy” (12") then degenerates with a Safaris cover and some endless 60’s jams. 
he (Wax Trax) The band rebounds on side two with "Felt The Fish,” the tape’s 


title cut, and "Thing" which features a spidery bassline, effect- 
Hey, it’s another Al Jourgensen side project. Less full-tilt that laden guitars, and electronic bloopery. Some good live sounds 
Pailhead, but I like it a lot better. Heavy and foreboding weit 2 here, but I could go either way on this cassette. (Audiofile, c/o 
that’s not real dance-oriented, but with plenty of voltage to keep it Carl Howard, 209-25 18th Ave., Bayside, NY 11360) 
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STERILE WOMANS ICY MAJESTY 
Helot (cassette) 
(J.S. Laboratories) 


Helot is a very minimal, very well done recording that reminds me 
"sitt” 


piece that is enhanced with cathedral-like organ sounds. 
intersting assortment of screams and 


is a more subtle drone 


/ 
¥ of Fripp/Eno collaborations like No Pussyfooting or Evening 


Star, with their pulsating ambience. 


Random is an 


The 


Free, | 


+ View play a burning PiL/Flux Of Pink Indians-like tune, and 


on yD 
VARIOUS ARTISTS 


Bark! Bark! Bark! 
(Dead Issue) 


Here’s a comp that focuses on punk and punk-influenced bands, 
The groups range from well-known to 

less so, but none of them are an embarrassment. Under Control 
Y= cites up some tasty hardcore reminscent of the early Boston days, 
Sinister Reflections give us some driving post-punk, Twisted World 


\— mostly from New Jersey. 


: 
+ 


There’s also, 


a 


Dream Smashes dish out a bit of dark, abrasive pop 


Loner," "Make-Believe Flesh"), but this is exquisite istelaient aoe a song borrowed from the second False Prophets LP, and HC vets 
listening. (J.S. Laboratories, Box 710147, Houston, TX 77271) \— The Burnt and Stetz are included too. Bark! Bark! Bark! might he 
a ae, / o / not be worth going out of your way for, but I'd say this is a —~\ 
\ ES oP RPK, \ / halfway decent compilation. (Dead Issue, Box 1645, Staten Island, _/ 
SUCKDOG \— NY 10314) as 
Drugs Are Nice £ a a 4, / ae / 
(no label) wk ‘ \ an = = 
Holy hell. You don’t own a record anywhere near like this, and )— VARIOUS ARTISTS y 
maybe you don’t want to. But then again, everyone needs an —<  Dope-Guns’N-Fucking In The Streets, Vol. Two (2X7") + 
artistic slap in the face sometime, and I think I just got mine. / (Amphetamine Reptile) pe 


Youch! On tracks recorded over the past year or so, Lisa & crew 
hum along with music boxes, bang various household objects, play 
Indian Rain Dance, imitate their favorite wild animals, and 
otherwise have a good ol’ time at the listener’s expense. 
the fuck? That takes no talent. I could do that!" So why don’t 
you? ‘Cause you’d be embarrassed, that’s why. CD out next year. 


(Lisa Carver, Box 1491, Dover, NH 03820) 


"What - 


Like a fool, I missed out on the first volume with Mudhoney and  >— 

{ _U-Men so I didn’t hesitate on getting this one. Good thing too 

because it’s supreme. In a double 7" package with one being on 

\__ colored vinyl, this volume features four different bands like the 

ag  last.one; “After, a:eurprise ‘bombastic intro’ from. Hosa! Dhe Clownuee 
— Lonely Moans pummels and screeches along with their "Lots ’O ~ 


Life" rocker. I’m not sure how ex-Chrome guy Helios Creed 


(Nea 
ae ION ONAN Ne \/ é 
TAR 


"Play To Win” 
(No Blow) 


They tell me that this is produced by Steve Albini. That makes 
me worry because the "Barbecue Man” has a strong tendency to 
mutate a band’s sound into being a Big Black clone, amputating 
any of their original personality. Fortunately there’s no reason to 
worry on the A-side because "Play to Win" rebounds from the 
surgery. It’s got loud ringing guitars (big surprise, huh?) and 
somewhere beneath all of the murk is a melodic pop anthem. Nice 
On the B-side though, it’s one of those intense depraved stories of 
evil with music to match. We've heard it all many times before 
from Big Black and Rapemian except amongst all the noise I can’t 
even tell you what the story is about. [Tar has an upcoming 
album on Amphetamine Reptile records.] (No Blow Records, P.O. 
Box 477315, Chicago, IL, 60647) —Dave Lechtenberg 


b/w "Mel's" (7") 


{ \ 


became associated with premier scuz-rock emissaries Amphetamine 

Reptile and SubPop, but he’s here with a hypnotic trance-like 
number with a dark twisty guitar that’d sound great in a dance —, 
club. Tar determinedly thumps away into a turbulent maelstrom, > 
making it the most serious thing on here. And finally, God Bullies 
steal the show. Their two songs sound like the Dead Kennedy’s on 
raving speedcore for lunatics, Now, don’t N, 
(Amphetamine Reptile, 2541 Nicollet Ave., S. ~ 
Minneapolis, MN 55404) — Dave Lechtenberg tse 
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laughing gas — wild, 
you miss out. 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS 
It’s So Hard To Be Cool In An Uncool World 


the way through. Tops on my list are cuts by the Obvious ("line _ 
drive up the middle” garage rock), Tall Lonesome Pines (adding a - 


TUPELO CHAIN SEX 
4! 
(Cargo) 


A tight, humorous, and boisterous jazz/funk/salsa brew (think 
Clash meets Kid Creole meets Red Hot CP’s) should make Tupelo 
Chain Sex a great party band. Good musicianship, but I don’t 
plan on listening to this record again. I hate parties. (Cargo, 1180 
St. Antoine St. West, Montreal, QUE, H3C 1B4, Canada) 


rockabilly feel), and the Reducers (surprising the hell out of me — 
with a newly-found rootsy growl). Also worthy of mention are / 
songs by Human Switchboard and Mecca Normal 


35 
am 
r aig / 
(— z 
=\ 
= 
(I Wanna) 
Ordinarily, the less rootsy the band, the more I like ’em, but a tip 
of the cap to Jim Carter for making this a comp I can listen to all», 


The others I 


Ne 
could take or leave, but Carter scanned the country from coast to __/ 
coast for these bands, and overall I'd say it was worth it. (1 — 
Wsmns, Box 166, Wright Bros. Station, Dayton, OH 45409) a 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS 
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VIKTIMIZED KARCASS 
The End Of Buggsy (cassette) 
(Harsh Reality) 


Atmospheric but with a beat 
then remixed, 


These were all recorded live, and 
leaving the final product with a fairly professional 
sound. A pretty standard line-up, with guitar, bass, percussion, 
and vocals, but not your everyday sound. Reminded a bit like 
early Chrome if it were performed underwater. I definitely liked 
this tape, with only one minor complaint, a frequent one: the songs 
were a bit longer than they deserved to be. In particular, the first 
song’s drums were unchanging throughout the course of a fairly 
long piece, which made the song fade into the background after a 
few minutes, which it didn’t deserve to do. But as I said, a minor 
complaint. Good stuff. (Harsh Reality, c/o Chris Phinney, Box 
241661, Memphis, TN 38124) — Mason Jones 


\ 
Obscure Independent Classics, Vol. 5 ae 
= (Hamster) he 
a 
As you might expect from those wacky fellows at) 
Cordelia/Hamster, the music represented here is slightly eccentric —( 
and always lively. Being fifth in a series, it’s commendable that )>— 
— this is a consistently good compilation. 18 different selections in 
— all and not one stinker. I got an extraterrestrial effect from the 
Controlled Bleeding track with its chunky bass grove and slithery 
piano. Bill Pritchard’s ballad sounds like a Morrissey song but 
somehow it’s still likable. Kaoru Hirose plays disjointed pop Date 
reminiscent to Laurie Anderson. The choppy rhythms from R aH 
Stevie Moore’s song had my head bobbing in a funny way. Target 
Heroes and Attrition display industro-synth- 
whatever. Scum Auxiliary matches the energy of early Test —/( 
Department with their manic piece. Coco, Steel & Love Bomb.) 
spew weird sampled hip-hop. Yoneton GaNas) shines with subtle a 


above-average 
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SRL cont. from page 3 


need to go through. We can pull out all the good bits and concoct 
some truly schizo loops, hopefully. Bought my own sampler last 
night, so I can work on sampling some of the machine sounds, as 
well as on Chris’ with more editing capabilities. 


Sun, May 14 - Sat, May 27 


Time went by quickly. Got maybe enough tape loops, made about 
15 loops of conversation fragments, including several 6-minute 
loops to be mounted on some of the machines, with loudspeakers. 
And I mean loud. Then we have about 12 loops of edited and 
manipulated machine noises, categorized into background and 
foreground, where the background loops are more the rumblings 
and clangings, and the foreground loops are shrieks, screams, 
hydraulic whines, and that sort of thing. We plan to have two 
tape decks for background loops, one for foreground, and one for a 
conversation loop. The show’s tomorrow, and the machines should 
be at the site now; I’d go down, but I feel like road kill. Hopefully 
Tl feel better tomorrow... 


Sun, May 28 


The day of the show. Sleeping a lot yesterday helped. Got down 
to the site about 1:00 or so, parked nearby, and walked in. It’s a 
fenced-in area (of course), a large parking lot underneath the I-80 
coming in from the Bay Bridge. Double-width portion of the 
freeway, so there’s a bit of room. Ceiling’s about 30 feet up, so the 
Big Arm might not be able to reach up the whole way. There are 
rows of big pillars; the show space will be between two rows of 
them, where there’s a fairly wide space, maybe 30 feet across, big 
enough for the machines to move around a bit. 


The pillars are decorated, of course, with reflective mylar around 
the bottom 15 feet or so, gold-painted pinata animals hanging from 
the sides, and the clear lucite torches attached. People are busily 
attaching skinned cow and sheep heads to the pillars as well, with 
big grins on their faces. Around a pillar near the center of the 
show area, across from where the control center will be, they are 
making a tree of pianos. About three high, the pianos are all 
around the pillar. We’ll be putting a PZM microphone in there, to 
get the sounds of piano destruction. 


Hanging from the ceiling are the two giant cornucopias, made of 
screen and wire, with sofa stuffing glued on. During the afternoon, 
people are up on forklifts tossing fruit, fish, and whatever else into 
them. And over at the far end, by a giant tapestry with big ocean 
waves painted on it, is a glass freezer case from a supermarket 
filled with goodies like skinned animal heads, fish, and suchlike. 
Also near that end is a bird’s nest with a multitude of fish 
hanging from it. Shredder fodder, of course.. 


Rick’s already there, and he shows me where our control area has 
been put, next to where the main control will be, with the video 
control on the other side of us. We're right across from the piano 
tree. They were going to put us in front of the video control, but 
that would be placing us out into the arena a little bit. I agree 
with Rick, that would be very bad. No sign yet of the guys who 
are bringing the rented sound equipment. Hmm. They’d better 
show up soon. So, we try to make ourselves useful. To get the 
PZM mic into the piano tree, we need a way to string the cable 
across the area to our mixing board, so Rick has a saw to be used 
We grab someone to help out, and he saws a little trench into the 
parking lot, in which we string the cable, and tape it down just to 
make sure. We then wander around trying to look busy, since 
there’s not much we’re qualified to do. We get grabbed to help do 
some cleanup, which is fine, and then I head back home for a 
moment to grab the headphones I forgot, and some more RCA 
cables in case we need them. Also, I need to piss, and there’s no 
facilities around here... 


When I get back, hallelujah, the guy’s there with the equipment. 
A twelve-channel mixing board, and eight Bose speakers with 
stands, which get set up by each of the pillars next to which the 
audience will sit. We have four tape decks, so hopefully Chris will 
show up with his so we'll have one to make the master mix off the 
board from, so we have a tape to cherish for years to come. We 
get the mixer set up, and begin playing with the microphones, two 
shotgun mics and one parabolic, with which we will hopefully 
catch the live sounds of the machines, and perhaps the audience. 
We verify that the board’s working by playing some Sousa loudly, 
perfect music for the current setup efforts by everyone as the 
marches echo off the pillars and the ceiling. 


As the sound equipment guy’s working on the microphones, we’re 
told that they have fixed dinner, and everyone should go eat while 
they can. So, I take a break and go grab some food; good stuff, 
too. Not very hungry, though, I’m too wired to stand still long 
enough to eat. 


Back at the board, everything seems to work, especially the PZM 
mic in the piano tree. Rick goes over and bangs on the pianos, 
and the sound of all those strings vibrating echoes around the 
area. Very cool. The mics are running through an equalizer and 
Rick’s digital delay, so we can play with the sound and hopefully 
avoid any feedback. The sound equipment guy, satisfied that it’s 
all working, heads off to take care of another delivery, promising 
that he’ll be back for the show. We proceed to experiment with 
the mics some more to see if we'll be able to get any useful sounds _ 
out of them. To our dismay, we can’t jack up the gain enough to 
get any decent volume without feeding back horribly. But Rick 
solves the problem to some extent by capturing the mic’s sound 
into the delay, and playing with it there, and then sending it out, 
which doesn’t produce any feedback. It means we’re limited to the 
7.5 seconds that the delay can hold, but with machine noises that 
doesn’t seem like a problem. Chris shows up, and we switch decks, 
sticking mine underneath to make a master tape from the board. 
The video crew wants to make a copy too, and we find a way, after 
the sound equipment guy comes back, to do that -- Naut Humon 
from Rhythm & Noise is taping it for them. 


Mark calls a meeting for all the people who are running the show, 
while the remainder go off to another meeting to be briefed on 
show security and such things. Mark goes over the script for the 
show, who’s doing what, what machine will do what when if things 
go as planned, and so on. 


Soon thereafter, though not soon enough for me, things are being 
cleaned up, and we start the preshow music, alternating between 
Sousa, military marches, and bagpipe music. Various people who 
have connections are coming in to get seats in the best spots, and 
regular folks are lining up outside the fence. Eventually they start 
letting them in. Roy’s running the scanner live, and we mix 
conversations into the preshow music whenever something 
interesting comes up, practicing feeding the conversations into the 
delay to make weird effects, etc. Things look good. A little while 
in I look up to see what’s going on, and I’m stunned to see how 
many fucking people there are. The stands, such as they are, are 
filled, and there are people lining the rooftops of the buildings to 
either side of the area. There are these buses parked next to the 
site, stored there for the holiday weekend, and people have climbed 
on top of them to see from outside the fence. I’m told that we've 
stopped selling tickets because there isn’t room for everyone. It’s 
incredible. 


Finally, oh finally, we’re given the sign. We've gotten some tapes 
ready to start with, and I start my deck recording as we begin 
mixing the sounds in. Suddenly it’s all just going too fast, and 
we're switching tapes, mixing things, throwing in the live scanner 
from time to time, and time is passing by like a flash. The flame 
throwers begin spouting fire, and when they do we cringe 
backwards. The pianos in front of us catch fire, and I try to get 


the sound from the PZM mic inside the tree, but I don’t get 
anything. Checking the other mics from time to time, we get some 
interesting noises, though I couldn’t say what they are. I keep 
checking the PZM mic, but I never do get anything. After the 
show, we decide the cable must’ve been fried by the heat almost 
immediately. Too bad. 


Some time into the show, the pianos are catching one after the 
other, and the flames are getting truly intense. Roy leaves the 
scanner going, and I’m ducking down behind the mixing board, 
with my arms above my head, running the board from down 
below, to avoid the heat as much as possible. Suddenly my 
headphones go dead, and I look up to see that we've lost power. 
Shit. Not good. I grab the tape from my deck, to save the master, 
and retreat, standing up to take my first good look around since 
the show began. The pianos are an inferno, and one of the 
cornucopias is on the ground, blazing away. It’s loud. Mark and 
Mike are yelling at each other, and someone brings over another 
generator. Suddenly we're in business again. 


Islap the tape back in on side B, and put the headphones back in 
The heat’s still intense, so I’m wary, but we get back to it, putting 
everything into it, We get a busy signal on the scanner, and Rick 
grabs it with the delay, manipulating it to become a siren, a low 
drone. Tape deck number one is dead, I find, nothing but a buzz 
coming from it, so we stop using it. 


We're trying to watch the control booth next to us, to find out 
what stage we’re at, since the script is meaningless to us at this 
point. Rick’s next to them, and as I see the Big Arm going over on 
its side onto the flaming pianos, he grabs my arm and yells that 
that’s the end. I slap the controls down to zero, and the 
soundtrack stops. The end 


Most of the machines are dead at this point, or at least not 
moving, and things are quieter, except for the audience, which is 
cheering wildly. I find out afterwards that nobody could even tell, 
really, that we lost power for a few minutes, so that was cool. I 
grab a camera from Lorie and snap a bunch of pictures of the dead 
machines before the audience starts crowding out into the area, 
despite the security people telling them to stay back. Katherine 
points out Chris’ tape deck, deck number one, which was the top 
deck, sticking up above the wooden shelf a little -- the back’s 
melted from the heat, which is why it died partway through the 
show. 


We survived, but the site didn’t, to some extent. The heat from 
the blazing pianos cracked the highway pillar, I find out. Some 
friends tell me that the big flame thrower sprung a fuel leak 
partway through, which is why it stopped blasting. Apparently a 
big puddle grew from it, flowing out towards the audience. Made 
their evening a little more interesting. Other folks had to move 
back from the piano tree a bit as the fire grew too hot. Others got 
hit with the fruit and fish spray as the shredder did its job. 
Overall, the show was apparently a success. I personally can’t 
wait for the video, so I can see the show. It was well over an hour 
long, but it only seemed like fifteen minutes or so to me... 


100 754 PD. 
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New address: 163 Montecito #A, Oakland CA 94610 


DAVE’S STOP PRESS REVIEWS 


FOUR COMMANDMENTS 
“You Don’t Know Me” b/w "You Make Me Go Bad" (7") 
(Stanton Park) 


Yet another retro 60’s psych/garage band except this one features 
keyboard/synthesist Erik Lindgren. I liked Erik’s solo album 
Polar Yet Tropical with its wacky "reinterpretation of the 60's" 
even though the Residents did a similar thing a decade earlier. 
But on this record, Erik and crew relive the 60’s, painstakingly 
trying to recreate the appropriate sound and mood. Okay, there’s 
a slight amount of irreverence on the B-side, interjecting a bit of 
the Peter Gunn theme in the middle and including a backwards 
guitar solo on the end, but otherwise it’s very faithful to the genre 
It’s not particularly bad, but without any real personality, it’s 
simply not very interesting. Might as well as just dig up some old 
records. (Stanton Park, P.O. Box 58, Newtonville, MA 02160) — 
Dave Lechtenberg 


HARDTOPS 
"I Know A Girl" b/w "Indian Giver" (7") 
(Stanton Park) 


Radio stations often receive singles like this with bland, dopey 
packages from bands trying to make a break for themselves. Too 
much of the time, these records are ignored, maybe never even 
played, which is unfortunate. But in this case, it’s almost 
justifiable. The Hardtops play dim-witted power pop in a form 
that was barely palatable in the late 70’s/early 80’s. I can’t 
believe people are still making this type of music in the late 80's 
Produced by Erik Lindgren, no less. If you still think fondly of 
The Knack and The Romantics, then by all means give this a 
listen. But man, if you do, I feel sorry for you. (Stanton Park, 
P.O. Box 58, Newtonville, MA 02160) — Dave Lechtenberg 


HARD T0 BE COOL 


A DOZEN COOL BANDS WITH 12 HOT CUTS 


HUMAN SWITCHBOARD TRUE BELIEVERS REDUCERS 
HIGHWAYMEN TALL LONESOME PINES = SCHRAMMS 
FRANKIE CAMARO RANDY X GO TO BLAZES 
OBVIOUS MECCA NORMAL LIBERTINES 

1a hipper contemporary compilation you're not likely (o find 


THIS COLLECTION RULES” 
-The BOB : 


; IT'S HARD TO BE COOL IN AN UNCOOL WORLD A pretty swingin’ anthology 
of nonslick roots rock thal has a heap o' smarts and appeal going for it. From the LP's 
kickoff track (a heretofore unheard gem by the late, lamented Human 
Switchboard) to the closing blurt of Mecca Normal, there's hardly a duff 


track here, with most of them hitting eights and nines on a ten scale, ZOPTION S 


E Thisrecord does its job and does it well -RocKPoOL 4g 
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THE FREE SUCKDOG PUBLICITY SECTION 


Dear Mark- 


I did too fucking spend time making goddamn Pears And Plums 
— a whole YEAR! It’s the cream of the crop! It’s the Suckdog 
opus! I Like Bulls...J AM A Bull, however, WAS recorded in an 
hour and five minutes. And as the tape is sixty minutes, you can 
see that there wasn’t much editing done there. But Mark — don’t 
you know? — it’s a lifetime job! It’s hard being Lisa Suckdog — I 
have to be loud all the time, boss everyone around everyday, and 
get really drunk. You want me to edit, too? No! I won’t! And 
it’s not goddamn Costes on Bulls — it was STEPHAN 
ANDROVIN mostly, and ALEXANDRE KAUFFMANN! It says 
right on the cover. And what "five or ten minutes that’s really 
brilliant” are you talking about? You probably liked that dumb 
instrumental stuff from when someone left a delay and other 
things like that at my house overnight one time. Sinner! AND 
what was that comment about being old? I’m twenty, Helen and 
Rachel are nineteen, and Stephan and Alexandre are fucking 
seventeen. That’s it, Mark. No more mushy letters for YOU, now 
that I know you print stuff WITHOUT ASKING FIRST! You 
may print this one, you have my permission. Each magazine 
editor is supposed to think they are the only one I flirt with, and 
now you’ve gone and ruined it by printing my last letter, Mark 
you goat. “ 


XOXOX 
Lisa Suckdog 
Dover, NH 


P.S. Here’s The Hanged to review. And an ad. 


Dear Lisa, 


Why don’t you just shut the fuck up? [I was going to write something 
about her mouth probably not being the only part she can’t keep 
closed, but I changed my mind.] Maybe if you ever bothered sending 
me the goddamn cassette covers, I'd know the information. As for 
what I liked of the Pears And Plums cassette, it was probably the 
blank parts at the beginning and end of the tape. And as for that 
stunt about the "don’t print my letters, but you can print this one,” 
well, G.G. Allin pulled that one a long time ago. If you don't want 
your letters printed, just don't bother writing, O.K.? And I’ve 
decided not to invite you to my birthday party after all. Nyaah- 
nyaah. 


XOXOX 
Mark 


[Lisa also forgot to stick her ad in the envelope, and had to mail it 
down later. What high intelligence...] 


Dear Mark, 


Thanks for the mention! As soon as VH #5 comes out I'll drop 
one your way! File 13 gets better all the time! Scrawl are great! 
Caught ’em live here a while ago. They rock killer! Anyway, I 
wasn’t aware they had another LP out (Plus Also Too). Is there 
an address on it? Where can I get it? Keep in touch. 


Thanks, 
John 
Vicious Hippies 
From Panda Hell 
Portland, OR 


Uh-oh. It looks like John’s flirting with me...I wonder if he'll get 
pissed that I’m printing his letter without permission. 


[I think the first LP is sold out, but you might try writing to No 
Other, 1992 N. High St., Columbus, OH 43207. I hear that both 
Scrawl LP's are going to be released on one CD on Rough Trade.] 


Mark, 


..I sent away for a bunch of things. Henry Hekteg’s real good 
and a lot of Hear The Mountains Roar comp. Geinst Nait and 
Haters also honorable mention. (Excuse me, I just had to throw 
this Psychodrama tape across the room, garbage at its best)... 


As for File 13 #3, I figured I'd jump on your shit a little for the 
reply in your letter section; 


#1. Don’t get hung up on the fact that you can't get decent 
interviews for the month. If you feel that bad about it, interview 
someone whose tape you review. Maybe you can do an interview 
on Lisa Suckdog’s techniques. (And if those really are monsters on 
the Cool Whip tubs). What the fuck? It’ll be entertaining. 


#2 Stop the stupid liveage! If you don’t go to see music (or 
anything like that) don’t write about it. Especially planes flights 
that don’t crash. 


If you follow those 2 guidelines you could get an easy 50¢ for your 
zine. Your reviews are excellant, your ads are excellant, and the 


artwork is great... 


Take care + thanx 
Mark 
Lakewood, NJ 


Dear Mark, 


Thanks for writing again. The way I look at it, my two big mistakes 
have been, #1 having a letters section, and #2 starting this stupid 
fanzine in the first place. (And just wait 'til Lisa hears what you said 
about Psycodrama. I’m sure she'll be more than happy to come down 
and gouge your eyes out, once she gets back from Europe.) 


Dear Mark Lo, 


I was wondering if you had a year subscription of File 13. If I 
figure it right it is $5.40/yr. Would you take a check instead of 24 
X 25¢ stamps. 


Sincerely, 
Michael Arnstein 
Whitestone, NY 


Please send me issue #3. Great zine. Keep up the good work. 
Where the heck is Lincroft? 


Dear Michael, 


No subscriptions. If Mark gets his way, I could get sucked out of an 
airplane next week, and you'd be out five bucks. I wouldn’t want that 
to happen. But, thanks for your offer. 


Dear File 13 - 


Well thanks for the uh...review. I guess some months just aren’t 
good ones! Yours is the 2nd really bad review of the Tomboys 
tape! Too bad you couldn’t have included a line such as..."Maybe 
this isn’t for me...but other people might like it." It makes the 
band sound so talentless. So many people have said what good 
songwriters they are...Guess we're just on 2 different 
wavelengths...although reading most of your other reviews...doesn’t 
seem like you like too much! Funny you should say the tape isn’t 


Raggedy...last review said it sounded like gs-e==> 
as @ mar te Bs Be, 


everyone’s entitled to their opinion wre 


just a critic joke! You honestly can’t say 
Listen to "Heaven" one more time. r 
says she’s glad she’s out of N.J. with a 7 


orce youre Sal 


= be that fleading 


around! 


Walter Hess 


Dear Walter, 


Sorry about the review, but I’m bere to 
spread good cheer. For 2 mores 
always The Ledge, but Isee you 
welcome to the big city... 


Mr. Editor, 


Thanks for the maga’ (F13 = 
(Postage enclosed). 


Please send issue #1 and #3 


Thanks, 
Tim Childers 
Jacksonville, NC 


P.S. Can I black out all the cuss words so my mom can read them? 


Tim, 
Gee, I’m glad your mom is into music. However, the real question is, 


does she know you've been reading Penthouse when you're supposed 
to be doing your homework... 


I’m writing this from a California state prison. I’ve been in since 
1984, and have lost contact with all my friends. In 1983 I was the 
leader of the Hollywood heayy metal band Rampage, of which I am 
the only alive surviving member. I would like to corrospond with 
people into metal music, possibly even Rampage fans. I don’t 
want to be paroled back into a world where I don’t know anybody; 
that is a scary thought. I may even meet musicians that may 
become my next formation of Rampage. (I do want to make more 
records) I want to ask if you would please place a short free ad 
for me in your paper. One of my albums was released by Atlantic 
records in 1983 in case you've heard of it. 


I would appreciate this to no end. Thank you very much for the 
time you’ye spent reading my request. 


Sincerely, 
Carl Cella 3-6-89 
San Luis Obispo, CA 


THE FIRST (AND LAST) 


REVIEWS coat. from pace 15 


2-ceressnve remibiiegs Heck, Shere's even = Bere synth rock piece 
thes: I might mocmeslly bate bat sounds good bere I won't forget to 
=iztgom thet Asmes Ticichexs s2d Terry Bexrows with Lydia 
en bw es ee ee ee (Hamster 


Of Negative Existance (cassette) 

American) 

tape umcovers the South/Central NJ underground, in a 
mszzer skin to Kicking over = rotten log in the forest. There’s a 
lot of pasty stuff that a lot of felks would rather let go 
undiscovered. And as this tape was compiled by Ugly American 


“I Am The Machine” 
only more fuzzed out; Graveyard’s 
is noisy industrial and guitar feedback, Hell Sausage’s 
features a black guy and a white guy 
challenging each other to a fight, trading racial epithets; and Dog 


is similar to Big Black’s 
"The Face 


creation; Orifice’s 
"Jordan Minnesota,” 
Of God” 
"Ebony & Ivory Forever” 


Of Mystery’s “Diesel Bong” uses cheap distortion and effects that 
remind me of Cabaret Voltaire’s Voice Of America. It’s a good 
bet that most of these bands will be long gone before they ever 
make it to vinyl, so get ’em now. (Ugly American, c/o Greg 
Chapman, Box 2061, Stockton State College, Pomona, NJ 08240) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
What is Truth, Vol. 2 
(Panic) 


What struck me first about this record was the bizarre and 
wonderful artwork on the cover. Each is a handmade collage of 
magazine clippings cleverly overlaid an used record jacket. From 
the cover, I knew the contents within would be demented and 
wacked-out shit. The initial draws for me were the Blitzoids and 
Eugene Chadbourne, but their tracks are not the stand-outs here. 
Violence & the Sacred starts off with a "Butchered Edit” of cut-up 
conventional instruments and sampled sounds that interestingly 
keeps direction. The German Shepherds play a spacey concoction 
of oozing synths and loony vocals. Of their two tracks, the first is 
better. The second is just too damn silly ("The first man to give 
birth”). In between, there’s an ominous mix of sampled yoice 
tracks and tape treatments from Randy Greif. Music Menta 
provides an eerie soundtrack piece marked with atonal horns. 
You'll also find the Haters and Proof Of Utah here, among others. 
Side 2 loses some of the steam of side 1, but overall this is a fine 
collection from some of the more light-hearted members of today’s 
music underworld. (Panic Records, P.O.B. 1696, Skokie, IL, 
60076-8696) —Dave Lechtenberg 


CLASSIFIED SECTION 


23 year old white male seeks pen-pal. 
Prison at Avenal. All correspondence answered, 


CA 93204 


Good looking, I like punk rock 
music and I’m currently serving a 5 year term in the California State 
especially female! 


Write to: Troy Stark (#D-86593), P.O. Box 9, (510-1-08L), Avenal, 


HOW TO RUN A CAR ON WATER using a trunk mounted 
Simple detailed plans for unit construction and 
Also a system for motorcycles. No more 
Carl Cella D- 


hydrogen generator. 
system installation. 
gasoline!!! $10.00 M.O. only (no cash or checks) to: 
22706, P.O. Box 8101, San Luis Obispo, CA 93409-0001 


like to corrospond with heavy metal people. 
Carl Cella D-22706, p.o. box 8101, san luis obispo, ca. 93409-0001 


RAMPAGE guitarist CARL CELLA is in state prison, and would 
please include S.A.S.E.: 


"PHOTOGRAPHER" OR "MANAGING EDITOR" WANTED. 
Send photo and resume to File 13, Box 548, Lincroft, NJ 07738. 
Must be willing to relocate. 


